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— — — N: ferte 7 Agri 
Sit Sit tibi Muſe Lyrae ſelers, et Cantor Apollo. 


By M. TiCKELL. 


7 H E opera firſt Italian ma ders taugl. 
Enrich'd with ſongs, but iunocent of thνEt. 

Britannia's learned theatre diſdains 

NMelodious trifles, and enervate rain 

And blaſbes on her injur'd Page ta ſee 

Nonſenſe well tun'd, and fweet ſtupidity. 


No charms are wanting te thy artful ſeng. 
Soft as Corelli, b-:t as Virgil ſtrong. 
From words ſo ſweet new grace the n0tes receive, 
Aud muſic borrows helps, ſbe us'd to give. 
Thy Ale bath match'd what ancient Romans kue v, 
Thy flawing numbers far excel the new ; 
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4 TO THE AUTHOR 

J heir cadence in ſuch an eaſy ſound convey'd, 
That beight of tha gt may ſeem ſrperſiuous aid ; 
Yet in ſuch charms the noble thoughts a ound, 


Thet needleſs ſeem the ſweets of eaſie ſrund. 


- Laniſcapes hu 9:9 the how'ry gretts yield, 
Thich thought creates, and luv“ fancy builds ! 
I "hat art can trace the viſionary ſcenes, 
3's flaw'ry groves, and everlaſting greens, 
Tie babling ſounds tnt mimic echs plays, 
The fairy ſhade, and its cternal maze, 
N ature and art in all their charms combin'd, 
Ard all Elyſium to one view confin'd ! 
No further could imagination roam, 
Till Vanhbrok frem'd, and Marlis“ rais'd the dame. 


Ten tlouſand pangs wy anxious boſom ter, 
Thea drown'd in tears I fee th'imploring fair: 
Len bards leſi foft the moving words ſupply, 
A feemung juſtice daams the nymph ta dic: 

But here ſhe bers, nor can ſhe beg in vain, 

In dirges thus expiring ſwains complain) 
Each verſe ſo ſwells, expreſſive of ber woes, 
And ev ry ter in lines ſo mournfui flows ; 
Ie, ſpigit of fame her fate revers'd believe, 
OPerlock her crimes, and think ſhe ought to live. 


Let joy tranſport fair Roſamond's ſuade, 
And wreaths of myrtle cr5wn the lovely maid. 
IWhile now perhaps with Dide's ghoſt ſhe roves, 
And hears and tcils the ſirry of their loves, 
Alike they mourn, alike they ble their fate, 
Since love, which made 'em wretched, makes em great, 
Nor longer t' :t r:lentleſs doom bemoan, 
Which gain d « VIRGIL and an ADDISON, 
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OF ROSAMOND, 

Accept, great monarch of the Britiſh lays, 
The tribute ſong an humble ſubjeft pays. 
Sy tries the artleſi lark her early flight, 
And fears, to bail the god of verſe, and light. 
Unrival'd as thy merit be thy fame, 
Hud thy own laurels ſpade thy en vy'd name. 
Ty name, the boaſt of all the tuneful choir, 
Shall tremble an the ſtrings of evꝰry lyre ; 
While the charm'd reader with thy thought complies, 
Fels correſponding q, or ſorrows riſe, : 
Aid views thy Roſamond with Henry's eyes, 


%, 
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Sir TRUsTY, Keeper of the Bower. 
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ACT L: SCENE L 


A prifpei of Woedtock-Park, terminating in the bawer. 
Friter QUrEx ard Pace, 
ower. 85 * . 


QUEEN. 
HAT place is here! . 
What ſcenes appear! 
Where=c'es I turn my eycs, 
All around 
Enchanted ground 
And foft Elyſiums riſe : 
Flow'ry mountains, 
Moſſie fountaias, 
Shady woods, 
Chryſtal floods, 
With wild variety ſurpriſe. 
STY. ® As ger the tlie waults we walk, 
Aa hundred echg's round as talk: 
F- lil to bill the orice is tat, 
I rebounding, 
C ves reſounding, 
RK. Nut a ſingle word is bot, 
Pure. There gentle Roſamond immured 
Lives trom the world and you ſecured. 
"202, Curſe on the name! I faint, I die, 
\ ith ſceret pangs of jealouſie.— [ Aſide, 


* Lilnding to the famous ech in Noadſtocł- Part. 


K ROSAM ON D. 


Page. There does the penſive beauty mourn, 
And languiſh for her lord's return. 


Show me the happy manſion, ſhow 
Page. Great Henry there 
Qucen. Trifler, no more 
Page. —— Great Henry there 

Will won forget the toils of war. 

Dneen. No more the happy manſion ſhow 

That holds this lovcly guilty foe. 

My wrath, like that of-heav'a, ſhall riſe, 

And blaſt her in her paradiſe. 

Page. Behold on yonder riſing ground 
The bower, that wanders 
In meanders, 
Ever bendiag 
Never ending, 
Glades on glades, 
Shades in ſhades, 
Running an eternal round. 
Sueen. In ſuch an endleſs maze I rove, 
Loſt in labyrinths of love. 
My breaſt with hoarded vengeance burns, 
While fear and rage 
With hope engage, 
And rule my wav'ring ſoul by turns. 
Page. The path yon verdant field divides, 
Which to the ſoft confinement guides. 
Queen. Eleonora, think betimes, 
What are thy hated rival's crimes! 
Whither, ah whither doſt thou go! 
What has ſhe done to move thee fo! 
does ſhe not warm with guilty ficc: 
The faithleſs lord of my defires? 
Have not her fatal arts remov'd 


My Henry from my arms? 
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"Tis her crime to be loy'd, 
'Tis her crime to have charms, 
Let us fly, let us fly, 
She (hall die, ſhe (hall die. 
feel, I feel my beart relent : 
How could the fair be innocent ! 
To a monarch like mine, 
liehe would not reſign ! 
One fo great and ſo brave 
All hearts muſt enſlave. 
Page. Hark! what ſound invades my ear? 
The conqueror's approach I hear. 
He comes, viftarious Henry comes 
Hauthoys, trumpets, ſifes aud drums, 
In dreadful concert join d, 
Send from afar 
A ſound of war, 
And fills with horror ev'ry wind. 
Jueen. Henry returns from danger free 
Henry returns ! but not to me. 
He comes his Roſamond to greet, 
And lays his laurcls at her fect, 
His vows impatient to renew ; 
His vows to Eleonora due. 
Here ſhall the happy nymph detain, 
(While of his abſence I complain) 
Hid in her mazy, wanton bower, 
My lord, my life, my conqueror. 
No, ug, "lis decreed 
The traitreſs ſhall Llced, 
Ns fear Hall alarm, 
No pity diſarm ; 
In my rage ſoall be ſees: 
The revenge of a queen. 
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SCENE I. 


The entry of the bower. 


Sir Tust, knight of the bower, ſolus. 


How unhappy is he. 
That is ty'd to a ſhe, 
And fam'd for his wit and bis beauty 
For of us pretty fellows 
Our wives are ſo jealous, 

They ne'er have enough of our duty. 
at hal! my limbs begin to quiver, 
Lylow, I burn, I freeze, I ſhiver ; 

Whence riſcs this convulſive ſtrife ? 
I ſmell a (brew ! 
My fears are true, 

I ſee my wife. | 


SCREW EM 
GRIDELINE and Sir TRULY. 


Crid. Faithleſs varlet, art thou there? 

Sir Truſ. My love, my dove, my charming fair! 

Grid. Monſter, thy wheedling tricks I know, 

Sir Truſ. Why wilt thou call thy turtle (o ? 

Grid. Cheat not me with falſe care ſſes 

Sir Truſ. Let me ſtop thy mouth with kiſſes. 

Grid. Thoſe to fair Roſamond are due. 

Sir Tr:ſ. She is not half fo fair as you. 

Crid. She views thee with a lover's eye. 

Sir Traſ. I'll ſtill be thine, and let her die. 

Grid. No, no, 'tis plain. Thy frauds I ſee, 
Traitor to thy king aud me! 

Sir Truf. 9 Grideline ! conſult thy glaſs, 
Bebelil that ſweet bewitching face, 
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Thoſe bl:oming cheeks, that lovely bue 
Ew ry feature 
( Charming creature) 
Vill convince you I am true. 
Grid. Oh bow ble/t were Grideline, 
Could I call Sir Truſty mine! 
Did he nat cover amorous wiles 
With ſoft, but ah! deceiving ſmiles : 
How fnould I revel in delight, 
The ſpouſe of ſuch a peerle/s knight! 
Sir Truſ. At length the ſtorm begins to ceaſe, 
I've footh'd and flatter'd her to peace. 
'Tis now my turn to tyrannize: [ Afide 
I feel, I feel my fury rilc ! 
Tigreſs, be gone. 
Grid. love thee ſo 
1 cannot go. 
Sir Truſ. Fly from my paſſion, dias fly. 
Grid. Why fo unkind, Sir Truſty. why? 
Sir Truſ. Thou'rt the plague of my life. 
Grid, I'm a fooliſh, fond wife. 
Sir Truſ. Let us part, 
Let us part. 
Grid. Will you break my poor heart? 
Will you break my poor heart ! 
Sir Truſ. Iwill if I can. 
Grid, O barbarous man 
From whence doth all this paſſion flow 
Sir Truf. Thou art ugly and old. 
And a villanaus ſcold. 
Grid. Thou art a ruſtick to call me / 
Pm not ugly nor old, 
Nor a villanons ſcold, 
But thou art a ruſtick to call me ſo. 
Thou, traitor, adieu! 
Sir Truſ. Farewel, thou ſorew ! 
B 2 


12 ROSAMON D. 
| Grid. Thou traitor, "as ever 
| Sir Truf. Thou ſhre w. 
Both. Adica! adicu! (Exit Grid, 
Sir TRUSTY ſolus. At 
How hard is our fate, 
Who ſerve in thc ſtate, 
And ſhould lay out our carcs 
On public attairs; at eve 
Ven conjural tolls, 
And family bro 1s 
Make all our great labours miſcarry ! And no 
Yet this is the lot R. 
Of him that las got The ple 
Fair Roſ:mond's bower, 7 in vain 
0 With the clew in his power, In al 
And is courted by all 
Al Boch the great and the ſmall, 
| As principal pimp ta the mighty King Harry. 
bh But ſce, the penſive fair draws near : 
I'll at a diſtance ſtand and hear. The v 
=» The b 
SCENE 1v. The b 
f Fill'd 
f RosaMoND and Sir Tavusrr. | 
R:ſ. From walk to walk, from ſhade to ſhade, 
From ſtream to purling ſtream convey'd, 
Through all the mazes of the grove, (Netu 
Through all the mingling tracts I rove, Charr 
Turning, Ye po- 
Burning, Why | 
Changing, 
| Ranging, 
Full of grief and full of love. Fly t 
Impatient for my lord's return Si 
I ſigh, I pine, Lrave, I mourn. | Did: 
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* ever paſſion croſs'd like mine? 
To rend my breaſt, 
Aud break my reſt, 
A thouſand thonſ: ud ills combine. 
Abſence wounds me, 
Fear ſurrounds me, 
Guilt confounds me, 
Il as ever paſſion croſs'd like mine? 
Sir Truſ. What heart of ſtoue 
Can hear her moan, 
And not in dumps ſo dolcful join! Abart. 
Re. How does my conitant grief deſace 
The pleaſures of this happy place ! 
in vain the ſpring my ſenſes grects 
In aH her colours, all her ſweets; 
To me the roſe 
No longer glows, 
Ev'ry plant 
Has loit its ſcent : 
The vernal blooms of various hue, 
The bloſſoms freth with morning dew, 
The breeze, that ſweeps theſe fragrant bowers, 
F:ll'd with the breath of op'ning flow'rs, 
Purple ſcenes, 
Winding gyeens, 
Glooms inviting, 


Why fo ſlaw great Henry, why! 
From death and alarms 
Fiy, fly to my arms, 
Fly to my arms, my monarch y 
Sir Truſ. How much more bleſs'd would lovers be, 
Did all the whining fools agree 5 
19 live like Grideline and me! [ Apart. 


Roſ. O Roſamond, behold too late, 
And tremble at thy future fate ! 
Curſe this unhappy, guilty face, 
Every charm, and every grace, 
That to thy ruin made their way, 
And led thy innocence aſtray : 
At home thou ſeeſt thy queen enrag'd, 
Abroad thy abſent lord engag'd, 
In wars that may our loves disjoin, 
And end at once his life and mine. 
Sir Truſ. Such cold complaints befit a nun: 
If the turns honeſt, I'm undone ! [ Apart. 
Roſ. Beneath ſome hoary mountain 
I'll lay me down and weep, 
Or near ſome warbling fountain 
Bewail myſelf ajleep ; 
Where feather'd choirs combining 
With gentle murm”ring ſtreams, 
And winds in concert joining, 
Raiſe ſadly-pleaſing dreams. 
[Exit Roſamond. 


Sir TxusTY ſalus. 
What ſavage tyger would not pity 
A damſel fo diſtreſs'd and pretty 
But hah! a ſound my bower invades, 

[Trumpets flouriſh, 

And echo's through the winding ſhades ; 
*Tis Henry's march! the tune I know : 
A meſſenger! it muſt be ſo. 


SCENE V. 


A MESSENGER and Sir TRUSTY. 


Zlef. Great Henry comes! with love oppreſt, 
Prepare to lodge the royal gueſt. 


Apart, 


2uriſh, 
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From purple fields with laughter ſpread, 
From rivers choak'd with heaps of dead, 


From glorious and immortal toils, 
Loaden with honour, rich with ſpoils, 
Great Henry comes! prepare thy bower 
To lodge the mighty conqueror. 

Sir Truſ. The bower and lady both are dreſt, 
And ready to receive their gueſt. 

Meſ. Hither the victor flies, (his queen 
And royal progeny unſeen ;) 
Soon as the Britiſh ſhores he reached, 
Hither his foaming courſer ſtretched : 
And ſee his eager ſteps prevent 
The meſſage that himſelf hath ſcat! 

Sir Truſ. Here will I ſtand 
With hat in hand, 

Obſequiouſly te meet him, 
And muſt endeavour 
At behaviour, 

What's ſuitable to greet him. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter King Hzxnar after a flouriſh of trumpets. 


King. Where is my love! my Roſamond. 
Sir Traſ. Firſt, as in ſtrifteſt duty bound. 
I kiſs your royal hand. 
King. Where is my life! my Roſamond. 
Sir Truſ. Next with ſubmiſſion moſt profound, 
I welcome you to land. 
King. Where is the tender charming fair! 
Sir Truſ. Let me appear, great Sir, I pray, 
Methodical in what I ſay. 
King. Where is my love, O tell me where! 
Sir Tru/. For when we have a ptinceꝰs ear, 
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16 ROSAMON D. 
We ſhould have wit, 
To know what's fit 
For us to ſpeak, and him to hear. 


King. Theſe dull delays I cannot bear. 
Where is my love, © tell me where 


Sir Traſ. I ſpeak, great Sir, with weeping eyes, 


She raves, alas ! ſhe faints, ſhe dies. 


King. What doſt thou fay? I ſhake with fear. 
Sir Truſ. Nay good my liege, with patience hear. 


She raves, and faints, and dies, tis true; 
But raves, and faints, and dies for you. 

King. Was ever nymph like Roſamond, 
8s fair, ſo faithful, and ſo fond, 
Adorn'd with ev*ry charm and grace ! 

Pm all deſire ! 
My heart's on fire, 
And leaps and ſprings to her embrace. 

Sir Truſ. At the ſight of her lover 
She'll quickly recover. os 

What place will you chuſe 

For firſt interviews? 

King. Full in the centre of the grove, 
In yon pavilion made for love, 

Where woodbines, roſes, jeſſamines, 
Amaranths, and eglantines, 

With intermingling ſweets have wove 
The particolour'd gay alcove. 

Sir Truſ. Your highneſs, Sir, as I preſume, 
Has choſe the moſt convenient gloom ; 
There's not a ſpot in all the park 
Has trees ſo thick, and ſhades fo dark. 

Kirg. Mean-while with due attention wait 
To guard the bower, and watch the gate; 
Let neither envy, grief, nor fear, 


Nor love ſick jcalouſie appear; 
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Nor (ene! pomy, here nttude 
Or t)'s v Icious 4 tir ud 7 

Bie plex ure e anthrugb all t!e gro e. 
And Abe ace and a't be love. 
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x K INS. 
1s let my weary foul forget 
Rettleſs glory, martial ſtrite, 

Anx:ous pleaſures of the great, 

And gilde cares of life, 

R/. Thus let me Joie, in rifing joys, 

Fierce impatience, fond deſires, 
Abſence that flatt'ring hope deitroys, 

And life contumirg fires. 

Riuig. Not the loud Britiſh ſhout that warms 
The warrior's heart, nor claching arms, 
Nor fields with hoftile banners (trow'd, 
Nor life on pceftrate Gauls bettow'd, 
Give half the joys that fill my breaſt, 

V hile with my Roſamond I'm bleſt. 
| C 
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Roſ Wy Heary is my foul's delight, 
My wiſh by day, my dream by night. 
is not in! guat impart 
Th: ſecret meltin sot my heart, 
Vhk 1 my cnqu or rvey. 
Ad look my very foul avay. 
King. O may the preic:.t blifs endure, - 
From tortune, time, and death f. cure! 
Both. O may the preſent oliſs endure ! 
King. My eye cou'd ever gaze, my car 
Thole ent e ſounds cou'd ever hear: 
But oh! with noon day heats oppreſt, 
My akive temples call For ceit! 
In yon cov] grott 's artful night 
Refreſh n_ lumbers I'll invite, 
Then ek again my a feat fair, 
V'ith all the love a heart can bear. [ Exit King 
Foa. fola. From whence this ſad preſaging fear, 
Tus fudden ſigh, this fal ig tear? 
Oft in my ſilent dreams by night 
V th ſuch a look I've ſeen him fly, 
Wafted by angels to the tky, 
And lot ice es tr. cks of ligut; 
Vhitc [ abat d n'dand forlorn, 
Todaik and c:itmal d. farts born, 
Through lone! wilds have ſcem'd to ſtray, 
A lone, uncomfortable way. 
They're fantyims M1; DU think no more: 
Aly !:'e has endl-'s jovs in ſtere. 
Farewe! hrraus, farewel fear, 
Th: vc fantims all! my Henry's here, 
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SCENE Ih 


A P:}tern gate of the Bowers 
Gator t and PAGE. 


Grid. My ſt mach ſells with ſceret ſpight, 
To ſec my fickle faithletfs knight, 
With upright geſture, gocdly mien, 
Face of ol ve, coat of green, 
Tha: charm'd the ladies long ago, 
So little | is oun worth tu know, 
On a meer girl his thoughts to place, 
With dimpled cheeks, and baby face; 
A chil4! a ci.it! that was not born, 
When l did town and c. urt adorn. 
Page. Can any man prefer fifteen 
To venerable Gridcline ? 
Crid. He does my child; or tell me why, 
With weeping eyes fo oft I ſpy 
His whiſkers curl'd. and ſhoe · ſtrings ty d. 
Ane toledo by his ſide, 
In ſhoulder. belt fo trimly plac'd, 
With band fo nic ly [mooth'd and lac'd. 
Page If otamond hisgurb has view'd, 
The knight is fa fe, the nymph ſubdu'd. 
Grid, My anxicus boding heart divines 
His falſhood by a thouſa:'d fagns : 
Oft oer the lonely ro: ks he walks, 
And to the foolith ech« talks; 
Oft inthe glaſ he rolls his eye, 
Fut turns and f owns it lam by; 
Then my fond eaſie heart beguiles, 
And thinks of Roſamond and ſmiles. 
Page. Well may you feel thele ſoft alarms, 


She has a heart 
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Cri! And he | a« charms. 
Pige Your fears are t o juli 

Grti1 too plan | 've pruv'd 
Both. Heres and is bow d. 

Grd $4 mercile'\s fate? 

Pane Deplirable tate! 

Gride Is die 

P. ze. Tz be W 

Grid. By : barbaros warn, 

B th. That Ig at your pie. 


Gun How chu Ia can l thou adviſe? 


Pie Open the gate, if you are wiſe; 
I. in an unt ſpected h ur, 
Mauv catch: em dal ying in the bower, 
Per aps ther loo e amours prevent, 
And kerp ir Trufty innocent. 

Grid. Thou art in truth 

A forward vouth, 
Of wit and parts above thy age; 


IJ hon know*':! our ſex. IT ou art a page. 


Page. Vil do what I can 
J ſurprize the falſe man. 


Grid. f ſuch a faithful Cy I've ne:d: þ 


Go in, and if thy plot ſucceed, 
Far youth, thou may 'it depend on this, 
I'll pay thy ſervice with a kiſs. 
Grid. fola Pr'rtſee Capid n more 

Hurt darts at threeſcare, 

T: thy girls and thy 5:ys 

Give thy p.ins and thy joys, 

Let Sir Tru and me 
Fran thy frolicks be free, 


i An opening Scene di cavers arather view of the Bower. 


[Exit Page. 


[Exit Grid. 
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SCENE m. 
Tast ſous, 


O the ſſt d: licious view, 

Ever e arming, ever new! 

Cree. of va/i us thades ariſe, 
Peck'd with floa'rs of various dies: 
paths by mecting paths are crait, 
Ain wi dong alleys It; 

Fon tains prayl 2 through tz Trees, 
Give c Anets 65 the paſſing LIES 
Athen ! 'airy ſcenes appear, 

Here a gr ve a gr. tts here, 
Here 4179. E, aud here's tr am. 
Sweet ae'uſton, 
Caycn uin. 


All a viſion, all a dream ! 
SCENE IV, 


Qurtx and Pace. 


Teen. At length the bow'ry vaults appear ! 
My bom hea c, arid pants with feat; 
A thouſand checks my heart controul, 
At ouſand terrours ſhake my lou 
Pe. Behold the brazen gate unbarr d: 
— She?, fist in thoug t, I am not heard 
Veen Le, I lee my hands «mbru'd 
In purple frreams of retkiny blood: 
I ſee the victim aſp for breath, 
And ſtart in a onics of death ; 
Iſce my tagi ng d in bord, 


Ad O. I ſes my felt abhorr d 


[Abart 
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Page. My eyes o'erflow, my heart is rent 


To heat ritanni-'s Queen lament. [ Aide, 


Queen. What ſhall my trembling ſoul purſue? 
Page. Behold, great Queen. the place in view! 
Qucen Ye pow'rs inſtru me what to do! 
Page. Tha bow'r will how 

The guilty foe. | 


Deen. — It is decreed —it ſhall be ſo ; [ 4ſter a Pak, 


Tc. nnot ſee my lord repine 
(0 th t I cou'd call him mine!) 
Why have not they mas charms to move, 
Whoje loſams burn with pureſt love ! 
Page Her heart with rage and fondneſs glows, 


O jealouſy ! thou hell of woes! [ 4/ide, 


That conſcious ſcene of love containg 
The fatal cauſe of all yur pains : 
In yonder flow'ry vale the lies, 
V here thoſe fair blofſom'd arbours riſe, 
Queen. Let us haſte to deſtroy 
Her guil and her joy, 
Wild and frantick is my grief! 
Fury driving, 
Mercy ſtrivirg, 
Heaven in pity ſend relief! 
The pangs of love 
Ye pou'rs remove, 
Or dart your thunder at my head: 
| Love and deſpair 
"hat heart can bear? 


Caſe mv ſcul, or ſirike me dead ["xeunt, 


[ Aſide, 
ac? 
W 


ra Parke, 
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SCENE V. 
Tie Scene chazges to the Pavilion as before. 
Rosamonod ſila. 


Tranſporting pleaſure ! who can tell it! 
When gur longing eyes diſcover 
The kind, the dear, pproachiug lover, 
Who can utter, or conceal it! 
A fu den motion ſhikes the grove ; 
I hear the ſt-ps of him I love; 
Prepare, my foul. to meet thy bliſs! 
Death to my eyes; what ſight is this! 
The Queen, th? off-nded queen I fer ! 
pen, O earth! and ſwallow me! 


SCENE VL 


Euter to her the Qu ERA with a bowl in one 
hand, and a dagger in the other, 


Queen. Thus arm'd with double death I come: 
Behol4, vain wretch, behold thy doom! 
Thy crimes to their full period tend, 
And ſoon by this, or this ſhall end. 

Roſ. What thall I Gay, or how reply 
To threats of injur'd majeſty? 

Queen. Tis guilt that does thy tongue controul, 
Or quickly drain the fatal bowl, 
Or this r:ght hand performs its part, 
And plants a dagger in thy heart. | 

Roſ. Can Britain's Queen give ſuch commands, 
Or lip in blood thoſe ſacred hands? 


24 OS ANTON d. 


In her ſhall ſuch reveng le ſcen? 
Far b that f.om tritain's Queen ! 
een lle bl ck does my Cdefign appear? 
Va ever m rev fo fevere!- 
Rf When, tins of vouth fil Bad run bigh, 
And jcerer 1 pre mi id jyvs are nigh, 
Health pre ming, 
Beauty blooming, 
Oh bw dreadjul "tis to Vie! 
Queen To thode whom foul diſtonours tain, 
Lit telf Hou'd be 4 pain. 
N. ho cov d refit great Henry's charms, 


Al. 


Ard rive the eto From | er arms? 

Th mk on th- (ft, the tender fires, 
Meling thor ghts, aud g:y deſires, 
Th t in ycur own w.rm boſym riſe, 
W her, langui/ ing with loves ſick eyes, 
It great charmi..g man yen ſee : 
Think os y0ur ſelf. ona priv me! 

& veer. An volt thou thus thy guilt deplore! 

(Offering the dagger ta ber breast. 

Preſum ptuous woman! plead no more! 

Ko/. O Qre.n, your litted arm reſtrain! 
Bebold theſe tears! 

Ducen.-——- [hey flow in vain, 

Ko) Look with compaſſion on. my fate! 
O hear my hehs! 

een They riſt too late. 
Hope net a day's, an hour's reprieve. 

koſ. Tho? L live wretched, let me live. 
In ae der; dun ebnete lye, 
Cover ad from cviry human eyc, 
Faviſh'd the day deb rr's the lic be; 
V hicre ſhade s of everlatiiny right 
May this u: Happy face diam. 
And call a veil Ger cv'ry charm: 


1 


Ofcnded 
Nor lee t. 
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Gl;wang 
Kindling 
At once | 
R:f. 
Your kin 
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Offended heaven I'll there adore, 
Nor ſee the ſun, nor Henry more. 
Queen. Moving language. ſhining tears, 
Cl;wing guilt, and graceful fears, 
Kindling pity, kridling rage, 
At once provoke me, and aſſwage. LAſide. 
R;/. What ſhall I do to paciſie 
Your kindled vengeance ? 
Deen — Thou ſhalt die. ¶ Hering the dagger. 
R:/. Give me but one ſhort momeat's itay. 
O Henry, why fo far away? [ Aſide, 
Deen. Prepare to welter in a flood 
Of ureaming gore. [Offering the dagger. 
29. ſpare my blood, 
And let me graſp the deadly bowl. 
[Takes the bowl in her hand. 
Queen. Ye pow'rs, how pity rends my ſoul! [ Aſide. . 
R/ Thus proſtrate at your feet I fall. 
O let me (till for mercy call! [Falling on her knees. 
Accept, great queen, like injur'd heaven, | 
The foul that begs to be forgiven : 
Tf in the lateſt gaſp of breath, 
If in the dreadful pains of death, 
When the cold damp bedews your brow, 
You hope for mercy, ſhow it now. 
Jucen. Mercy to lighter crimes is due, 
Horrors and death ſhall thine purſue. [Ofering the dagger. 
Roſ. Thus I prevent the fatal blow [ Drinks. 
——- Whither. ah! whither ſhall I go! 
Queen. Where thy paſt life thou ſhalt lament, 
And wiſh thou had'ſt been innocent. 
Roſ. Tyrant! to aggravate the ſtroke, 
And wound a heart, already broke ! 
My dy ing ſoul with fury burns, 
And ſligh ted grief to madneſs turns. 
D 


Think ust, Nen author of my woe, 
That R:/amond will leave thee ſo : 
[Fit dead of night, 
A glaring [prizht, 
With hideous ſcreams 
Il! unt thy dreams ; 
Aud when tre pamſul night withdraws, 
Aly Henry foall revenge my cauſe. 
Ou ither docs my frenzy drive! 
Forgive my tage, your wrongs forgive. 
My veins ate froze ; my blood grows chill; 
The weary ſprings of life ſtand ſtill; 
The ſlecp of death benumbs all oer 
My taintiag limbs, and I'm no more. [ Falls on the couch, 
een. Here and obſerve your queen's commands. 
[ To ber attendant:, 
Beneath thoſe hills a convent ſtands, 
Where the fam'd ſtreams of Ifis ſtray ; 
Thither the breathleſs coarſe convey, 
And bid the cloiſter'd maids with care 
The due ſol: mnitics prepare. {[Exeunt with the body, 
IW hen vanguiſh d foes beneath us lye 
How great it is to bid them die 
But hyw much greater to forgive, 
And tid a vangin/n'd foe to live! 


SCENE VIL 
Sir TavsTy in a frig/t, 


A breathleſs corps! what have I ſeen! 
And fullow'd by the jealous queen ! 

It muſt be the! ry fears are true: 
The bow! of pois'n us juice I view. 
How can the tam'd Sir Truſty live 
To hear his maſtet chide and grieve ? 


No! t 
Fair R 
Th 
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No! tho? I hate ſuch bitter beer, 
Fair Roſamond, I'll pledge thee here. [ Drinks. 
The king this doleful news ſhall re: 
In lines of my inditing : 
Great Sir. [Nrites. 
* Your Roſamond is dead 
As | am at this preſent writing. 
The bower turns round, my brain's abus I, 
The l yriuth grows more confus'd, 
The thickets dauce I ſtretch, I yawn. 
Death has tripp'd up my heels I'm gone. | 
[Staggers and falls. 


SCENE VIII. 
QUEEN ſola. 


The confi: of my miud is o'er, 
And Roſamond ſhall charm no more. 
Hence ye ſecret Camps of care, 
Fierce diſdain, and cold deſpair, 
Hence ye fears and doubts remove; 

Hence grief and hate! 
Ye pains that wait 
On jealouſie, the rage of love. 
My Henry ſhall be mize alone, 
The hero ſuall be all my own ; 
Nzbler joys ptſeſi my heart 
Ton crowns aud ſceptres can impart. 


D 2 
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1 An 

SgCTTqT 9 SCENE L And iha 
SCENE 4 Gritiz, Hexry «cp, a clond deſcends, in it tu His bra 
angels Juppys'd to be the guardian ſpirits of the Britiſs | Shoutin 

K. 35 iu W. r cd Peace. The 194 

And tri 

1 ANGEL. mw 

EMHOLD th' unhappy monarch there, | Fam 
I hat claims our tutclary care! 4 

2 Angel lu ficlds of Jcath around his head q 1 A 
A ſhicld of adamant | fpread. 

1 Angel. In hours» f peace, unſeen, unknown, What, 
J hover o'er the Britiſh throne. 

2 Angel. When hots of foes with foes engage. When 
And round th* anointed hero rage, And on 
The cleaving fauchion I miſguide, The fu 
And turn the f. ather'd ſhaft alide. 4 Beh 

1 Angel. When dark fermenting factions ſwell, Col 
And prompt th' ambitious to rebel, Dor 
A thouſand tcrrors I impart, Art 
And Jamp the furious traitor's heart. 4 Foe 

Both. But oh what influence can remove Eeh 
The pangs of grief, and rage of love! A 2 4 

2 Agel. Il fire his out with mighty themes, L For A; 
Till love before ambition fly. * His gr 

r Angel. Il footh his cares in pleaſin g dreams, Too v 
Till griet in joy ful rapturcs die. | x 4 

2 Angel. Whatever goings and renown'd His 

In Britiſh annals can bc fad; | 

Mate her ations ſhall adoru 2 4 

Britannia 's berues, yet unbsra, Bot 

In dreadful viſions ſoall ſucceed ; | ( 

On fancy'd fields the Gaul ſhall bleed, 

Cre y ſhall tand before his eyes, ® 1 


A. d Agincourt and Blenheim rie. 


1 it two 


Brus 
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1 Angel. See, ſee, he ſmiles amidſt his trance, 
And ihakes a viſionary lance, 
His brain is fill'd with loud alarms; 
Shouting armies, claſhing arms, 
The ſotter prints of love deface; 
And trumpets ſound in ev ry trace. 
Both. Clary /trives ! 
The field is won ! 
Fame revives, 
And love is gone. 
1 Angel. To calm thy grief, andlull thy cares, 
Look up and fee 
What, atter long revolving years, 
Thy bower ſhall be! 
When time its beauties ſhall deface, 
And only with its ruins grace 
The future proſpect of the place. 
Behold the glorious pile aſcending ! ® 
Columns ſwelling, arches bending, 
Domes in awful pomp ariſing, 
Art in curious ſtrokes ſurpriſing, 
Foes in figur'd fights contending, 
Echold the glorious pile aſcending ! 
2 Ange!. He ſees, he ſees the great reward 
For Anna's mighty chief pre par d: 
His growing joys no meaſure keep, 
Too vehement and fierce for ſleep. 
x Angel. Let grief and love at once engage, 
His heart is proof to all their pain ; 
Love may plead 
2 Angel. And grief may rage 
Both. But both ſhall plead and rage in vain. | 
[ The angels alcend, and the viſion diſappears. 


Scene changes to the plan of Blenheim: caſtle. 
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Hexxy, Harting from the conch, 
V.'here have my raviſh'd ſenſes been! 
V'hat joys, what wonders have I ſeen! 
The icene yet ſtands before my eye, 
A thouſand glorious deeds that lye 
In deep futwmity obſcure, 
Fights and triumphs immature, 
Heroes immers'd in time's dark womb, 
Ripening for mighty years to come, 
Break forth, and, to the day diſplay 'd- 
My ſoft inglorious hours upbraid. 
Tranſported with fo bright a ſcheme, 
My waking life appears a dream. 
Adicu, ye wanton ſvades and bowers, 
IWreaths of myrtle, beds of flowers, 
Roſie brakes, 
Silver lakes, 
To love and van, 
A long adieu! 
O Roſamond! O riſing woe! 
Why do my weeping eyes o'erflow ? 
O Roſamond! O fair diſtreſs'd! 
How ſhall my heart, with grief oppreſs'd, 
Its unrelenting purpole tell; 
And take the long, the laſt farewel ! 
Riſe, glory, riſe in all thy charms, 
Thy waving crejt, and burniſ'd arms, 
Spread thy gilded banners round, 
Tate thy tbundering courſer bound, 
Bid the drum and trumpet join. 
Warm my foul with rage divine; 
All toy pomps around thee call: 
To conquer love will ask them all. [Exit.” 
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SCENE u. 


Tie ſcene changes to that part of the bower where Sir 
Tru/ty lies upon the ground, with the bawl aud dagger on 
the table. 


Enter Quxkx. 


Every ſtar, and every pow'r, 
Look down on this important hour: 
Lend your protection and defence 
Every guard of innocence ! 
Help me my Henry to aſſwage. 
To gain his love, or bear his rage. 
Myl/tericas love, uncertain treaſure, 
Ha thou more of pain or pleaſure ! 
CnilPd with tears, 
Kill'd with fears, 
E:llefs torments dwell about thee : 
Yet who would live, and live without thee. 
Eut oh the ſight my ſoul alarms: 
My Lord appears, I'm all on fire! 
Why am I baniſh'd from his arms? 
My heart's too full, I muſt retire. 
[ Retires to the end of the flage. 


SCENE II. 


RINGO and Queen. 
King. Some dreadful birth of fatc is near : 
Or why, my foul, unus'd to fear, 
With ſecret horror doſt thou ſhake ? 
Can dreams ſuch dire impreſſions make! 
What means this ſolemn, ſilent ſhow ? 
This pomp of death, this ſcene of woe! 


— 


Support me, heaven! what's this I read? 
Oh horror! Roſamond is dead. 
What ſhall I ay, or whitler turn? 
With grief, and rage, and love, I burn : 
From thought to thought my ſoul is toſt, 
And in the whirle of paſſion loſt, 
Why did I not in battle fall, 
Cruſh'd by the thunder of the Gaul? 
Why did the ſpear my boſom mils? 
Ye pow'rs, was | referv'd for this! 
- Diſtratted with uce 
Tl ruſo on the foe 
Ts ſeek my relief: 
The fword or the dart 
Shall pierce my ſad heart, 
And finiſh my grief 
Queen. Fain wou'd my tongue his grief appeaſe, 
And give his tortur'd boſom eaſe. [ Aſide. 
King. But ſee the cauſe of all my fears, 
The ſource of all my griefappears! 
No unexpected gueſt is here. 
The fatal bowl 
Inform'd my ſoul 
Eleonora was too near. 
Queen. Why do I here my lord receive? 
King. Is this the welcome that you give? 
Queen. Thus ſhou'd divided lovers meet? 
Both. And is it thus, ah! thus we greet ! 
Queen. What in theſe guilty ſhades cou'd you, 
Inglor ious conqueror, purſue ? 
King. Cruel woman, what cou'd you? 
Quc en. Degenerate thoughts have fir d your breaſt. 
King. The thirſt of blood has yours poſſeſs d. 
Queen. A heart 5 unrepenting, 


King. A rage ſo unrelenting, 
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Both. Will for ever 


Love diſſever. 
Will for ever break our reſt. 
King. Floods of ſorrow will I ſhed 
To mourn the lovely thave ! 
ly Roſamond, alas, is dead, 
And where, O where convey'd! 
S: bright a (m, (> ſaſt an air, 
Did ever uympn i ſe loſe / 
The lily was not half / fair, 
Ner half ſo ſweet the roſe. 
Queen, How is his heart with anguiſh torn! [ Aſide. 
My Lord. I cannot fee you mourn; 
The living you lament : while l, 
To be lamented fo, con'd die. 
King. The living ! ſpeak, oh ſpeak again! 
Why will you dally with my pain? 
Queen, Were your lov'd Roſamond alive, 
Wou'd not my former wrongs revive? 
King. Oh no; by viſions from above 
Trepar'd for grief, and free'd from love, 
| came to take my laſt adieu. ; 
Queen. How am I bleſs'd if this be true! [ Aſide. 
King. And leave th' unhappy nymph for you. 
Eut O! 
Queen. Forbear, my lord, to grieve, 


und know your Roſamond does live. 


if 'tis joy to wound a lover, 
How much more to give him eaſe ? 
Jen his paſſiou we diſcover, 
0h bow pleaſing tis to pleaſe! 
Ie blijs returns, and we receive 
1rnſports greater than we give. 
King. O quickly relate 
This riddl: of fate 
_w_ 
E. 
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My impatience forgive, 
Do's Roſamond live? 
een. The bowl, with drowſie juices fill'd, 
From cold Egyptian drugs dittill'd, 
In borrow'd death has clus'd her cyes: 
But ſoon the waking nymph thall rite, 
And in a convent plac'd, admire 
The cloiſter' walls and virgin choire : 
With them in ſongs and hymus divine 
The beauteous penitent (hall join, 
And bid the guilty world adicu. 
King. How am I bleſt if this be truc |. 
 Qreen. Atoning for herſelf and you. 
King. IT aſk no more l ſecure the fair 
Ia life and bliſs: | ask not where: 
For ever from my fancy fled 
May the whole world believe her dead, 
That no foul miniſter of vice 
Again my ſinking foul intice 
Its broken paſſion to renew, 
But let me live and die with you. 
Queen. How does my heart fur ſuch a prize 
The vain cenſorious world deſpiſe, 
Tho” diſtant ages, yet unborn, 
Fair Roſamond ſhall falfly mourn ; 
And with the preſent times agree, 
To brand my name with cruelty ; 
How does my heart for ſuch a prize 
The vain cenſorious world deſpiſe! 
But fee your ſlave, while yet I ſpeak, 
From his dull trance unfetter'd break 
As he the potion ſhall ſurvive 
Believe your Roſamond alive. 
King. O happy day! O pleaſing vie 
My Queen forgives 
Queen. 


My lord is true. 


— 
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King. No more I'll change, 

Queen. No more I'll grieve: 

Buth. But ever thus united live. 

Sir TrusSTY awaking, 

In which world am I! all I fee, 
Fry thicket, buſh and tree, 
© Lke the place from whence I came, 
Ihat one would fear it were the ſame. 
17 former legs too, by their pace! 
And by the whiſkers, 'tis my face! 
Ti.e felf ſame habit, garb and mien! 
The i.c'cr wou'd bury me in green. 


SCAMS IV, 
GRIDELINE and Sir TRUSTY. 


Crid. Have I then liv'd to ſee this hour, 
And took tlice in the very bow'r? 

Sir Truſ. Widow Truſty, why ſo fine? 
Why doſt thou thus in colours ſhine? 
Thou ſhou'dſt thy huſband's death bewail 
In ſable veſture, peak and veil. 

Grid. Forbear theſe fooliſh freaks, and ſee 
How our good King and Queen agree. 
Why ſhou'd not we their ſteps puriue, 
And do as our ſuperiors do? 

Sir Truſ. Am | bewitch'd, or do I dream? 
I know not who, or where I am, 
Or what I hear or what I ſee, 
But this I'm ſure, howe'er it be, 
It ſuits a perſon in my ſtation 
T'obſerve the mode, and be in faſhion. 
Then let not Grideline the chaſte 
Offended be for what is paſt, 
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And kence anew my vows I plight 
To be a faithful courteous knight. 


Gr:#4. Tl too my plighted vows renew, 
Since 'tis ſo courtly to be true. 


Since compugal paſſion 
I; come inte faſuon, 
And marriage ſo bleſt on the throne is, 
Like a Venus PII foine, T 
Be fond and be fine, Ys 


Ll Sir Truſty ſhall ve my Adonis. 
Sir Truſ. And Sir Truſty ſuall be thy Adoni:. 


The K1NG and QUEEN efvancing. 


Ring. Who to forbidden joys wou'd rove, 
That knows the ſweetsof virtuous love? 
Illy men, thou ſource of chaſte delights, ] c 
Chearful days, and bliſsful nights, 
Thou doſt untainted joys diſpence, 
And pleaſure join with innocence: 
Thy raptures laſt, and are ſincere 
From future grief and preſent fear. 

Both. NV to forbidden joys wou d rove, 
That knows the fweets of virtuous love? 


PRI: 


Joseen Ap pDISON, Eſq; 


EcctE SPECTACULUM DIGNUM, AD QUOD RFSPT- 
CIAT,INTENTUS OPERI SVO, Deus! ECCEK PAR 
Deo DIGNUM, VIX FORTIS CUM MALA FOR- 
TUNA COMPOSITUS! NON VIDEO, INQUAM, 
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US, SI CONVERTERE ANIMUM VELIT, QUAM 
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SEMEL FRACTIS, NIHILOMINUS INTER RUIL- 
NAS PUBLICAS ERECT\. 3. Sen. 


GLASG O W, 


PRINTED AND $SOLD BY Ros. & AN D. Forts. 
8 M.DCC.LXV. 


| 


W. 

\ 
V nile e 
And tad 
Forgive 
Wh» hc 
And Joi! 


On one, 


HC 


Tho' L 
O'cr Ge 
The R. 
Drawn 
By thee 
And aw 
We hes 
His fu. 
Excites 


And all 


> 7 


TT LE I WH -3 
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\ f[1 1. you the fierce divided Batto xs awe, 
And Ca To wich an equa} virtue draw, 

Vile envy is itfelt in uon ſer hut, 

And factons rive who thill applaud you moſt; 

Forgive the tond ambition ot a friend, 

Who hopes himſelt, not you, to recommend; 

And joins th? applauſe which all the learn'd beſtow 

On one, to whom a pertect work they owe. 

To my“ light ſcenes l once infcrib'd your name, 

And impatently ſtrove to borrow fame: 

Soon will that die, which adds thy name to mine; 

Let me, then, live, joincd to a work of thine. 

| RICHARD STEELE. 


F119 Caro ſhines in Virgil's epic ſong, 

Preſcribing laws among th' lyſi u throng ; 
Tho” Lucan's verſe, exalted by his ame, 
O'cr Gods themſelves kas ris the hero's fame; 
The Roman ſtage did ne'er his image tee, 
Drawn at tull length; a task reſcrv'd for thee. 
By thee we view the finith'd figure rite, 
And awtul march before our ra iih' d eyes; 
We hear his voice, aſſerting Virtue's cavic ; 
His fue renew? dd our deep attenti n draws, 
Excites by turns our various hopes an tears, 
And all the patrivt in thy ſcene appears. 
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On Tiber's banks thy thought was firſt inſpir d 
"Twas there, to ſome indulgent grove retir'd, 
Rome's antient fortunes rolling in thy mind, 
Thy happy Muſe this manly work defign'd: 
Or in a ercam thou ſuw'ſt Rome's Genius ſtand, 
And, leading Cato in his ſ-cred hand, 
Point out th' immortal ſubject of thy lays, 
And ask this labour, to record his praite. 
lis done the heroe lives, and charms our age! 
hile nobler morals grace the Britith ſtage. 
Great Shakeſpcar's ghet, the folemn (train to hear, 
( Vethinks | ſee the Lurel'd ſhade appear) 
Will hover o'er the ſ-cne, and wondring view 
His fav'rite Brutus rivall'd thus by you. 
Such Roman greatneſs in ech action ſhines, 
Such Roman eloquence adorns your lines, 
That fure the Sibylls books this year foretold ; 
And in ſome myſtick leaf was ſcen inroll'd, 


Rome, turn thy mourntul eyes from Afric's ſhore, 


Nor in her tands thy Cato's tomb explore! 

* When thrice ſix hundred times the circling Sun 
* His annual race Mall through the Zodiack run, 
* An iſle remate his monument ſball rear, 

And ev'ry gen'rous Briton pay a tear. 


J. HUG HE! 


Har do we ſee! is Caro then become 
A greater name in Britain than in Rome ? 

Does mankind now admire his virtues more, 
Tho Lucan, Horace, Virgil wrote before? 
Fox will poſterity this truth explain? 
„Caro begins to live in Ax x àꝰs reign :” 
Jh world's great clijcts in council or in arms, 
Pie in your lines with more exalted charms; 
Hle(tious deeds in diitant nations wrouaht, 


And victucs bydeparted heroes taught, 


4 


Raiſe in 
Adorn . 
To your 
And Cac 


ALL $ 
0 


5 T $ 

A 
To ſhow 
How lite 
The inb 
You tre: 
With o 
Virtue, 
Yet crov 
Imparti: 
Ev'n thi 
Eager tc 
Finding 
Great, 
Sullen a 


a, 


; ſhore, 


Sun 
n, 


IUGHE!Y, 


C230 
Raiſe in your ſoul a pure immortal flame, 
Adorn your lite, and conſecrate your tame; 
To your renown all ages you ſubdue, 
And Cacſar fought, and Cato bled tor you. 
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* nobly done thus to enrich the ſtage, 
And raite the thoughts of 2 degen'tate age, 

To ſhow, how endleis joys trom treedom tpring ; 

How lite in bondage is 4 worthlcts thing. 

The inborn greatneſs of your foul we view, 

You tread the paths frequented by the few. 

With ſo much ſtrength you write, and fo much eaſe, 

Virtue, and ſenſe! how durſt you hope to pleaſe? 

Yet crowds the ſentiments. of ev'ry line 

Impartial clap'd, and own'd the work divine. 

Ev'n the four critics, who malicious came, 

Eager to cenſure, and reſolv'd to blame, 

Finding the heroe regularly riſe, 

Great, while he lives, but greater, when he dies, 

Sullen approv'd, too obſtinate to melt, | 

And ſicken'd with the pleaſures, which they felt. 

Not ſo the AIR their paſſions ſecret kept, 

Silent they heard, but as they heard, they wept, 

When gloriouſly the blooming Marcus dy d, 

And Cato told the Gods, I'm ſatisfy d.“ 

See! how your lays the Britith youth inflame! 
They long to ſhoot, and ripen into fame; 
Applauding theatres diſturb their reſt, 

And unborn Ca Tos heave in ev'ry breaſt ; 
Their nightly dreams, their daily thoughts repeat, 
And pulſes high with fancy'd glories beat. 
So, griev'd to view the Marathonian ſpoils, 
The young Themiſtocles vow'd equal toils; 
A3 


TS I 
Did then his ſchemes of future honours draw 
From the long triumphs which with tears he ſaw. 
How shall I your unrivall'd worth preclaim, 

Loſt in the ſpreading circle of your tame! 
Vertu you the great Witkiaui's profe rehearſe, 
And paiat Britannia“ joys in Roman verte. 
Ve hoard at dilince ſott, enchanting flrains, 
From blooming mountains, and Italian plains. 
Virgil began in t ngluk dreis to thine, 

tis voice, bs looks, lis grandcur ſtill divine: 
From him too foon untriendly you withdrew, 
Put brought the tunctul Ovid to our view. 
Ihen. the dilighitul theme ot cry tongue, 
Ti immortal Marlb'rough was your daring forg ; 
From elm to clime the miglity victor flew, 
From clime to clime as ſwirtly you purſue. 
Still with the hcroe's glow d the poct's flame, 
Still with his conqueſts you enlarg'd your fame. 
V it boundicts raptures here the Muſe cou'd ſwell, 
And on your Roſamond tor ever duell: 
There op'ning tweets, and ev'ry fragrant fluw'r 
Luxuriant finile, a never fading bow'r. 
Next, hun an tulics kindly to expoſe, 
You change from numbers, but not {ik in proſc: 
V Ecthir in vikonery ſcencs you play, 
Reine cur telics, or laugh gur crimes away. 
Nou, by ihe bu-kin'd Mufe you ſhine conteit, 
The patriot kind. s in the poct's breaſt. 
Such cnergy of fn miglit pleaſure raiſe, 
Tho' unembellim'd with the charms of phraſe: 
Such charms of phritc would with ſucceſs be crown'd, 
Tho' nonſenſe flow d in tlie melodious ſound. 
The chaſteſt virgin needs no bluthes tear, 
The lcarn'd themiclves, not uninſtructed, hear. 
The libertine, in pleaſures us'd to rowl, 


Aud idly ſport with an immortal ſoul, 
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Here comes, and by the virtuous Heathen taught, 
Turns pale, and trembles at the ereadtul thought. 
hence you traverſe vaſt Numidia's plains, 
What fluggith Briton in his iſle remains? 
hen Juba ſecks the tiger with delight. 
Vc beat the thicket, and provoke the fight. 
Py the detfeription arm d, we fondly tweat, 
And in the chilling cait-wind pant with heat. 
V hat eyes beh-!d not, how the ſtream refincs, 
Tili by degrees the floating mirror*thines ? 
V hile hurricanes in circling cddics play, 
Tear up the ſands, and fwecp whole plains away, 
We ſhrink with horror, and contcts our tear, 
And all the fudden ſounding ruin hear. 
When purple robes, diſtain'd with blood, deceive, 
And make poor Marcia beautictully grieve, 
V hen ihe her fecret thoughts no mere conceals, 
Forgets the woman, and her flame reveals, 
Well may the prince exult with noble pride, 
Not for his Libyan crown, but Roman bride, 

But I in vain on ſingle teaturcs dwell, 
While all the parts of the fair picce excell, 
So rich the (tore, fo dubious is the feaſt, 
We know not, which to paſs, or which to taſte. 
The ſhining incidents ſo juitly fall, 
We may the whole, new 1cenes of tranſport call. 
Thus jewellers contound our wand'cing eyes, 
And wit! varicty of gems ſurpriſe. 
Here Sapliires, here the Sardian itone is ſeen, 
The Topaz yellow, and the Jaſper green. 
The coltly Brilliant there, confus'dly bright, 


From num'rvus ſurfaces darts trembling light, 


Tae different colours mingling in a blaze, 
Silent we ſtand, unable where to praiſe, 
In pleature fweetly loſt ten thouſand ways. 
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Who think like Romans, could like Romans fight. 
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* long hath love engroſs d Britannia's ſtage, 

And tunk to ſottnaſs all our tragic rage: 
By that alone did empires tall or riſe, 
And tate depended on a fair-one's eyes : 
The tweet intection, mixt with 4ang'rous art, 
Dc bas'd our manhood, while it ſooth'd the heart. 
You ſcorn to raiſe a grief thy ſelf muſt blame, 
Nor trom our wenkneis ſteal a vulgar tame: 
A patriot's tall may juſtly melt the mind, 
And tears flow nobly, ſhed for all mankind. 

How do our fouls with gen'rous pleaſure glow: 
Our hearts cx:;lting, while our eyes o'erflow, 
When thy firm heroe ſtands beneath the weight 
Ot all his ſuf” ings vencrably great; 

Rome's poor remains ſtill ſholt'ring by his ſide, 
With contcious virtue, and becoming pride. 
The aged oak thus rears his head in air, 
His tap exhauſted, and his branches bare; 
*Miuit ttorms and carthquakes he maintains his ſtate, 
Fixt deep in carth, and faſten'd by his weight: 
His naked b ughs (hil lend the ſh-pherds aid, 
And his old trunk projects an awful thade. 

Amidſt the joys triumphant peace beſtows, 

Our patriots ſadden at his glorious woes, 
A while they let the world's great buſineſs wait, 
Anxious tor Rome, aud ſigh tor Cato's fate. 
Here tuuglit how ancient heroes roſe to fame, 
Our Britons crowd, and catch the Roman flame, 
ers ſtates and fenates well might lend an ear, 
| kin2s and prieſts without a bluſh appear. 
+1 .nce boaſts no more, bur, fearful to engage, 
Now firſt pays homage to her rival's ſtage, 
Haltes to learn thee, and learning ſhall ſubmit 
Alike to Britiſh arms, and Britiſh wit: 
No more ſh-'ll wonder, (forc'd to do us right) 
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Thy Oxford ſmiles this glorious work to ſee, 
And fondly triumphs in a ſoa like thee. 
The ſenates, conſuls, and the Gods of Rome, 
Like old acquaintance at their native home, 
In thee we find each deed, each word expreſt, 
And ev'ry thought that fwell'd a Roman breaſt, 
Ve trace each hint that could thy foul inſpire 
With Virgil's judgment, and with Lucan's fire; 
We know thy worth, and give us leave to boaſt, 
Ve moſt admire, becauſe we know thee molt. 
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WW HEN your gen'rous Lbour firſt I view 'd. 
And CaTo's hands in his own blood imbru'd; 
T hat ſcene of death fo terrible appears, 
My toul could only thank you with her tears. 
Yet with ſuch wond”rous art your skiltul hand 
Does all the paſſi ns of the tuul command, | 
That ev'n my grict to praiſe and wonder turn'd, 
And envy d the great death which firſt 1 mourn'd. 
V hat pen but yours cou'd draw the doubtful ſtriſe, 
Of honour ſtruggling with the love of life? 
Deſc ribe the patriot obſtinately good, 
As hov'ring o'er eternity he ſtood: 1 
The wide, th' unbounded ocean lay before 
His piercing ſight, and heav'n the diſtant ſhore. 
Secure of cndlet> bliſs, with tearleſs eyes, 
He graſps the dagger, and its point defies, 
And ruſhes cut'ot lite to ſuatch the glorious prize. 
How would old Rome rejoice to hear you tell 
How juſt her patriot ld, how great he fell! 
| Recount his wond'rous probuy and truth, 
And form new Juba's in the Britiſh youth. 
Their gen'rous ſouls, when he reſigns his breath, 


Are 
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Are pleas'd with ruin, and in love with death; 
And when her conqu'ring 1word Britannia draws, 
Reſolve to periſh, or detcnd her cauſe. 
Now firſt on Albi«n's theatre we ice, 
A pertect image ot what man ſhould be; 
The glorious character is now cxpreſt, 
Of virtue dwelling in a human breaſt, 
Drawn at full length by your immortal lines, 
In CAaT0o's foul, as in licr heaven, the thines. 
ALL $OULS COLLEGE, 
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Let with the Printer by an unknown hand. 
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N OW we may ſpeak, ſince Cato ſpeaks no more; 
"Tis praitc at length, was rapture all before; 

When crouded tlicatres with los rung 
Sent to the skies, trom whence thy genius ſprung: 
Ev'n civil rage @ while in thine was loſt; 
Ard fattions ſtrove but to applaud thee molt; 
Nor could cnjoyment pa'l our longing taſte ; 
Dut every night was dcarer than the laſt. 

As when old Rome, in a malignant hour 
Depriv's of tome returning conqueror, 
Her abt of triumph to the dead ditcharg'd, 
For fa nc, tor trerturc, and her bounds enlarg'd: 
And while his gg dlike figure mov'd along, 
Alternate paſſion- ar'd th” adoring throng; (tongue. 
Tears ond rom ev'ry eye, and thouts from ev'ry 
S. in thy pompous lines has Cato tar d. 
Crac' A with an ample thou a late reward: 
A greater victor we in h.m reverc; 
A nobler triumph crowns his image here. 

With wonder, as with pleaſure, we ſurvcy 
A theme ſo fcanty wrought into a play; 
So vaſt a pile on ſuch foundations plac d; 
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| Like Ammon's temple rear'd on Libya's waſte: 


Behold its glowing paint! its eaſy weight! 
Its nice proporti.ns! and ſtupendous height! 
How chait the c nduct hv divine the rage! 
A Koman Worthy on a Grecian ſtage! 

But where ſh ul Cato's praife begin or end; 
Inclin'd to melt, and yet untaught to bend, 
The firmeſt patriot, and the gent leſt friend? 
How great his g nius, when the traitor crowd 
Ready to ſtrike the blow th. ir fury vow'd; 
Quell'd by bi, look and Eftaing to his lore, 
Learn Ike his paſſi n to rebel no more! 
When, laviſh of his boiling blood, to prove 
Thc cure of flavith lite, and flighicd love, 
Brave Marcus row in carly death appears, 
While Cato counts his wounds, and not his years; 
Who, checking private orict, the publick mourns, 
Commands the pity ke fo greatly ſcorns. 
Bat when he ftiike> (10 crown his generous part) 
That honcit, Raunch, impracticable heart; 
No tears, no ſubs puriue his parting breath; 
The dying Roman thames the pomp of death. 

O tfacre 4c reedom, which the powers beltow 
To ſca:on hleſungs, and to ſoften woe; 
Plant of bur growth, and aim of all our cares, 
The toil vt ages, and the crown of wars: 
It, taught by thee, the poct's wit has flow d 
In ſtrains as precious as his heroe's blood; 
Preſerve thoic ſtrains, an everlaſting charm 


To keep that blood, and thy remembrance warm: 
Be this thy guardian image (till ſecure, 

In vain ſh.!l torec invade, or fraud allure; 

Our great alladium ſhall perform its part, 

Find and cnihrin'd in cyery Eritiſh heart. 


Ka 

T* mind to virtue is by verſe ſubdu d; 

And the true poet is a publick good. 
This Britain feels, while by your lines inſpir d. E 
Her free born ſons to glorious thoughts are fir'd. 
In Rome had you eſpous'd the vanquiſh'd cauſe, 
Inflam'd her ſenate, and upheld her laws; 
Your manly ſcenes had liberty reſtor d, 
And giv'n the juſt ſucceſs to Cato's ſword: 
O'er Caeſar's arms your genius had prevail'd ; 
And the Muſe triumph d, where the patriot fail d. 
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BY Mr. POPE. Spoken by Mr, Wirtxs, 


6 by wake the ſoul by tender ſtrokes of art, 
To raite the genius, and to mend the heart, 
To make mankind in conſcious virtue bold, 

Live o'er cach ſcene, and be what they behold : 


For this the tragic · muſe firſt trod the ſtage, 
Commanding tears to ſtream thro” ev'ry age; 


Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 

And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 

Our author thuns by vulgar fprings to move 
The heroe's glory, or the virgin's love; 

In pitying love we but our weakneſs ſhow, 

And wild ambition well defcrves its woe. 

Here tears (hull flow from a more gen'rous cauſe, 
Such tcars as px'riots (hed for dying laws: 


le bids your breaſt with ani:cat ardour riſe, 


And call forth Roman drops from Britith eyes. 
Virtue confeſs'd in human ſhape he draws, 

What PLATO thought, and god-like Caro was: 
No common object to your ſight diſplays, 

But what with pleaſure Heav 'n itſelf ſurveys; 

A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 

And greatly falling with à falling ſtate! 

Vhile Cato gives his little ſenate laws, 

What boſom beats not in his country's cauſe ? 
Who feces him act, but envies ev'ry deed? 

ho hears kim groan, and does not with to bleed 
Ev'n when proud Cacfar *midſt triumphal cars, 
The fpeils of nations, and the pomp of wars, , 
Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 

Shew'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in ſtate, 

As her dead father's rev'rend image paſt, 

The pomp was darken'd, and the day o'crcaſt ; 
The 
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The triumph ceas'd---tears guſh'd from ev'ry 
The world's great victor paſt unhecded by; 
Her laſt good man dejgeted Rome ador'd, 
Any honour'd Ca: ſar's If than Cato's ſword. 
+» Britons, attend Be worth like this approv d, 
And thew you have the virtue to be mov'd. 
With honett ſcorn the firſt fam's Cato view d 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom the ſubdu's : 
Our ſcene precariouſiy ſubtuts tov lung | 1 
On French tranſlation, and Italian ſong. 
Dare to have ſenſe yourt. Ives; aflert the (tage, 


Be juſtly warm'd with your own native rage. 
Such plays alone ſhould pleaſe a Britith ear, l 1 
As Caro's ſelf had not diflain'd to hear. The 
Of C 
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Lucius, a fcnator. Mr. Keen, | Ye ( 
SEMPRON.US, a ſ.cnator, Mr. Mills. Am. 
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SCENE, A large hall in the governor's palace of Utica. Re 
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PORTIUS, MARCUS. 
PorTIUS. 


"THE dawn is over-caſt, the morning low'rs, 
And heavily in clouds brings on the day, 

The great, th' important day, big with the fate 
Of Cato and of Rome our father's death 
Would fill up all the guilt of civil war, 
And cloſe the ſcene of blood. Already Caeſar 
Has ravag'd more than h the globe, and ſees 
Mankind grown thin by his deſtructive ſword: 
Should he go further, numbers would be wanting 
To form new battles, and ſupport his crimes. 
Ye Gods what havock docs ambition make 
Among your works! 

Marc. Thy ſteady temper, Portius, 
Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Caeſat 
In the calm lights of mild philoſophy; 
I'm tortur'd, even to madnefs, when I think 
On the proud victor : ev'ry time he's named 
Pharfalia rifes to my view [ ſee 


Py 


Th' inſulting tyrant prancing o'er the field 


Strow'd with Rome's citizens, and drench'd in ſlaughter, 
His horſe's hoofs wet with patrician blood! 

Oh Portius, is there not ſome choſen curſe, 

Some hidden thunder in the ſtores of heav'n, 


Red with uncemmon wrath, to blaſt the man, 


1s . 
Who owes his greatneſs to his country's ruin? 
VoR. Believe me, Marcus, tis an impious greatneſs, 
And mix'd with too much horror to be envy'd: 
How does the luſtre of our father's actions. 
Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him, 
Break out, and burn with more triumphant brightneſs! 
His ſuff rings thine, and ſpread a glory round him. 
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the cauſe 
Of honoun, virtue, liberty, and Rome. 
His ſword ne'r feil but on the guilty head; 
Oppreſſion, tyranny, and power uſurp'd, 
Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon em. 


Marc. Who knows not this? but what can Cato ds 


Againſt a world, a baſe degen'rate world, 
That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Caeſar? 
Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms 
A poor epitome of Roman greatneſs, 
And, cover'd with Numidian guards, direct 
A feeble army, and an empty ſenate, 
Remnants of mighty battles fought in vain. 
By heav'ns, ſuch virtues, join'd with ſuch ſucceſs, 
Diſtract my very foul: cur father's fortune 
V ould almoſt tempt us to renounce his precepts. 
Por. Remember what our father oft has toldr s: 
The ways of heav'n are dark and intricate ; 
Puzzled in mazes, and perplex'd with errors; 
Our underſtanding traces 'em in vain, 
Loſt and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs ſearch ; 
Nor ſecs with how much art the windings run, 
Nor where the regular confuſion ends. 
MARC. Theſe are ſuggeſtions of a mind at caſe: 
Oh Portius, didſt thou taſte but half the gricfs 
That wring my foul, thou cou'dſt not talk thus coldy 
Paſſion unpity d, and ſucceſsleſs love, 
Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate 
My other gricfs. Were but my Lucia kind! 
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Por. Thou ſeeſt not that thy brother is thy rival: 
Jut 1 mult hide it, tor | know thy temper. {Alide. 
Now, Marcus, now, thy virtue's on the proot : 
put forth thy utmoſt ſtrength, work ev'ry nerve, 
And call up all thy father in thy foul: 
To quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart 
On this weax hde, where moſt our nature tails, 
Would be a conqueſt worthy Cato's fon. 
Marc. Portius, the counſel which I cannot take, 
Inſtead of healing, but upbr.ids my ucakneis. 
Bid me for honour plunge into a war 
Of thickeſt toes, and ruth on certain death, 
Then (halt thou fee that Marcus is not fluw 
To follow glory, and confels his father. 
Love is not to be reaſon'd down, or loſt 
In high ambition, and a thirſt of greatneſs; 
'Tis ſecond life, it grows into the ſoul, 
Warms ev'ry vein, and beats in ev'ry pulie, 
i feel it here: my rei. lution melts —— 
Por. Behold young Juba, the Numidian prince! 
With how much care he torms himſclf to glory, 
And breaks the fierecneſs of his native temper, 
To copy out our tather's bright example. 
e loves our fiiter Marcia, greatly loves her, 
His eyes, his looks, his actions all betray it: 
But till the ſmother'd fondneſs burns within him. 
When moſt it ſwells, and labours for a veut, 
The ſenſe of hunour and deſire of fame 
Drive the big paſſion back into his heart. 
What! ſhall an Aff ic n, ſhall Juba's heir, 
Reproach great Cato's fon, aud ſhow the world 
A virtue wanting in a Roman Soul? 
Marc Portius, no morc! your words leave Kings 
behind en. 
When-e'er did Juba, or did Portius ſhew 
A :irtve that has caſt me at a diſtance, 0 
% B And 
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And thrown me out in the purſuits of honour? 

Pot. Marcus, know thy zen'rous temper well; 

Fling but th' appe rance of dich nour on it, 
It itraight takes fire, and ments into 4 blaze. 

Mic. 4A brother's ſuff 'rinvs claim a brother's pity. 

Por Hann knows | pity thee: bel-1d my cyes 
Ev'n whilſt | fp k- do they not ſaim 1. tears? 

W.re but my heart as naked to thy view, 
Marcus w uid fee it blecd in his behalt 

Marc. Why then doſt treat me with rebukes, inſtead 
Of kind conduling cires, and friendly forrow ? 

box O Marcus did | know the way to caſe 
Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains, 

Marcus, believe me, I could die to do it. 

Marc. Thou beſt of bruthers, and thou beſt of 
Pardon a weak diſtemper'd foul, that wells [friends 
With ſudden guits, and ſiuks as ſorn in calms, 

T he ſport of paſſions: but $-mpronius comes: 
He muit not find this ſottneſs hanging on me. LX. 


SCENE I. 


Enter SEMPRONIUS. 


Sent. Conſpiracies no ſoner ſhould be form'd 
Th n exccuted What means Fortius here? 
I like not that cold youth I muſt diſſemble, 


And ipeak a language fueign to my heart. Alu. 


SEMROSLMUS,, PURTIUS. 

Good morrow, Portius! Ict us once embrace, 
Once more embrace; whillt yet we beth are free. 
To morrow ſhou'd we thus expreſs our friendthip, 
Each might reccive a ſlave into his arms: | 
This ſun perhaps, this morning ſun's the laſt, 
That e'er ſhall rife on Roman liberty. 

Pok. My father hath this morning call'd together 
To this poor hall his little Roman fenate, 
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{The leavings of Pharſalia) to conſult 
If yet he can oppoſe the mighty torrent 
That bears down Rome, and all her Gods before it, 
Or muſt at length give up the world to Cacfar. 

Stur. Not all the pomp and majeſty of Rome 
Can raiſe her ſen ite more than Cuto's preſence. 
His virtues render our afſembly awtul, 
They ſtrike with £-methi-'g like religious fear, 
And make cv'n « acfar tremble at the head | 
Of armies flulh'4 wich conqueſt. O my Portius! 
Could | but call that wond'rous man my father, 
Wou'd but thy ſi ter Marcia be propitious 
To thy triend's vows, I might be bleſs'd indeed! 

Pos. Alas! Sempronius wou'dit thou talk of love 
To Marcia, whil!t her father's life's in danger? 
Thou might'|t as well court the pale trembling Veſtal, 
When ſhe beholds the holy flame expiring. 

Stur. The more | ſce the wonders of thy race, 
The more ['m charm'd. Thou muſt take heed, my 
The world has all its eyes on Cato's fon. [Portius, 
Thy father's merit ſets thee up to view, 
And (hews thee in the faireſt point of light, 
To make thy virtues, or thy taults, confpicuous. 

Pox Well duſt thou ſcem to check my lingring here 
On this important hour ll ſtraight away, 
And while the fathers of the ſenate meet, | 


In cloſe debate to weigh the events of war, 


I'll animate the ſoldiers drooping courage, 
With love of freedom, and contempt of life: 
I'll thunder in their ears their country's cauſe, 
And try to rouſe up all that's Roman in 'em. 
'Tis not in mortals to command ſucceſs, 
But we'll do more, Sempronius; we'll deſerve it. Exit. 
SEMPRONIUS Solus. 
Curſe on the ſtripling! how he apes his fire? 
Ambitioully ſententious!—but I wonder 
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Old Syphix comes not: his Numidian genius 
Is well ditpos'd to miſchief, were he prompt 
And cager on it; but he mull be ſpurr d. 
And ev'ry moment quickned to the courſe. 
Cato has us'd me ill: he has refuſed 
His diughter Marcia to my ardent vows. 
Beſides, his baffled arms and ruin'd cauſe 

Are barrs to my ambition. Caeſar's favour, 
That [howr's down greatneſs on his friends, will raiſe me 
To Rome's firtt honours. If I give up Cato, 
claim in my reward his captive daughter, 
Cut >yphax comes: — 


SCENE ML 
SYPHAL, SEMPRONIUS., 


ST PH. Sempronius, all is ready, 

i've ſounded my Numidians, man by man, 

And find 'em ripe for a revolt: they all 

Complzin alond of Cato's diſcipline, 

And wait hut the cummand to change their maſter. 

See. Believe me, Syphax, there's no time to waſte, 

Ev'n whilſt we tpeak our conqueror comes on, 

And gathers ground upon us ev'ry moment. 

Alas! thou know'tt not Caeſar's active foul, 

With what a dreadful courſe he ruſhes on 

From war to'war: in vain has nature form'd 

Mount. ins and oceans to oppoſe his paſſage ; 

ile bounds o'er all, victorious in his march, 

The alps and Pyreneans fink betore him, 

Through winds and waves, and ſtorms he works his way, 

Impatient for the battle: one day mor- 

Will ſer the victor thund'ring at our gates. 

nut tell me, haſt thou yet drawn o'er young Juba? 

That ſtiil would recommend thce more to Caeſar, 

And challenge better terms. | 
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Jy rH. Alas! he's loſt. 
Be's loſt, Sempronius; all his thoughts are full 
Of Cato's virtue but I'll try once more 
(For ev'ry inſtant I expect him here) 
it yet I can ſubdue thoſe ſtubborn principles 
Of faith, of honour, and | know not what, 
That have corrupted his Numidian temper, 
And ſtruck th' infection into all his foul. 
SFM. Be ture to preis upon him ev'ry motive. 
Juba's ſurrender, ſince his father's death, 
Would give up Atrick into Caetzr's hands, 
And make him lord ot half the burning zone. 
SYPH. But is it true, Sempronius, that your ſenate 
Is call'd together? Gods! thou mult be cautious! 
Cato has piercing eyes, and will diſcern 
Our frauds, unlefs they're cover'd thick with art. 
S£MP. Let me alone, good Syphax, I'll conceal 
My thoughts in paſſion, (tis the ſureſt way ;) 
I'll bellow out for Rome and for my country, 
And mouth at Caeſar till I ſhake the ſenate. 
Your cold hypocrify's a ſtale device, 
A vorn- out trick: woud'|t thou be thought in earneſt? 
Clothe thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fury 
SY PH. In troth, thou'rt able to inſtruct grey-hairs, 
And teach the wily Atrican deccit! 
SEMP. Once more, be ſure to try thy skill on Juba, 
Mean while I'll haſten to my Roman ſoldiers, 
Inflame the mutiny, and underhand 
Blow up their diſcontents, 'till they break out 
Unlook'd for, and diſcharge themſelves on Cato. 
Remember, Syphax, we muſt work in haſte : 
O think what anxious moments paſs between 
The birth of plots, and their laſt fatal periods. 
Oh! "tis a dreadful interval of time, 
Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death! 
Deſtruction hangs on ev'ry word we ſpeak, 
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On ev'ry thought, till the concluding ſtroke Loaden 
Determines all, and clutcs our deſign. Fi, In whic 
SYYvHALI Solus. J B 

I'll try it yet I can reduce to reaſon Pertect. 
This head ſtrong youth, and make him ſpurn at Cato. A Rum 
The t. me is ſhort, Cacfar comes ruſhing on u | To cix 
But hold! young Juba tees me, and approaches. And 4 
To mu 

SCENE IV. To cul 


Ju 34, SYPHALX 


Jus. Syphax! I joy to meet thee thus alone, 
I have obſerv'd .t late thy looks are tall'n, 
O'ercaſt with gloomy cares and diſcontent ; 
Ihen tell me, >yphax, I conjure thee, tell me, 
What are the thoughts thai Knit thy brow in frowns, 
And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy Prince? 

SYPH *Tis not my talent to conceal my thoughts, 
Or carry ſmiles and jun ſhine in my face, 
When diſconteni fits heavy at my heart. 
I hace nut y t fo much the Roman in me. 

Jos. Why doſt thou caſt out ſuch ungen'rous terms 
Agaiuſt the Lords and fov'reigns of the world? 
Doſt thou not fee mankind tall down before them, 
And own the force of their ſuperior virtue? 
Is there a nation in the wi'ds of Africk, 
Amit our barren rocks, and burning fands, 
TT hat docs not tremble at the Roman name? 
_ SYPH. Gods! where's the worth that fets this people i; 
Above your own Numidia's tawny ſons! 
Do thy wh tougher linews bend the bow? 
Or flies the jav'lin ſwitter to its mark, 
Launch'd trom the vigour of a Roman arm? 
Who like our active Atrican inſtructs ; 
The fiery ſtecd, and trains him to his hand? | 
Or guides in troops th? embattled elephant, 


A TRAGEDY. 23 


Loaden with war? theſe, theſe arc arts, my prince, 
In which your Zama docs not ſtoop to Rome. 

] B Ihefe all are virtues of a meaner rank, 
Pertections that are plac'd in bones and nerves. 

A Koman foul is bent on higher views: 

To civilize th. rude unpoliſh d world, 

And ay it under the rettrairt of laws; 

To make mon mild, and tociuble to man; 

To cultivate the wild licentious favage 

Wh witdom, diſcipline and hib'ral arts; 

The embelliſhments of lite: virtues like theſe, 
Make human nature ſhine, reform the ſoul, 
And break our ficrce barbarians into men. 

SY PH. Patience, kind heav'ns —excuſe an old man's 
What are th. ſe wondrous civilizing arts, [warmth, 
This Roman p lith, and this ſmooth behaviour, 

That render man thus trect ble and tame? 

Are they not only to diſguiſe dur paſſions. 

To ſet our looks at variance with our thoughts, 
Tocheck the ſtarts and fallies of the foul, 

And break off all its commerce with the tongue; 
In ſhort, to change us into other creatures, 

Than what our nature and the Gods dcfign'd us? 

Ju e. To ftrike thee dumb: turn up thy cyes to Cato! 
There may'ſt thou ſee to what a godlike height 
The Roman virtues lift up mortal man 
While good, and juſt, and anxious for his friends, 
He's ſtill ſeverely bent againſt himiclf ; 

Renouncing flcep, and reſt, and food, and caſe, 
He itrives with thirſt and hunger, toil and heat, 
And u hen his fortune ſts before him all 

The pomps and plca ſures that his foul can wiſh, 
His rigid virtue will accept ot none. 

SYPH. Believe me, prince, there's not an African 
That traverſes our vaſt Numidian defarts 
In queſt ot prey, and lives upon his bow, 
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But better practiſes theſe boaſted virtues. 
Coartec are his meals, the tortune of the chace, 
Amidit the runniag ſtream he il.kes his thirit, 
Toils all the day, and at th' approach ot nighe 
On the firſt tricndly bank he throws him dowr., 
Or reits his head upon a rock till morn: 

Then rilcs treſh, purſues his wonted game, 
And it the following day he chance to find 

A new repalt, or an untaſted ſpring, 

Bleſſes his ſtars, and thinks i luxury. 

Jv s. Thy prejudices, Syphax, won't difcer:, 
What virtues grow from ignorance and choice, 
Nor how the hero differs from the brute. 

But grant that others cou'd with equal glory 

Look down on pleaſures, and the baits of ſenſe; 
Where ſhall we find the man that bears affliction, 
Grcat and majeſtick in his yricts, like Cato? 

Heavy 'ns, with what ſtrength, what ſteadineſs of mind. 
He triumphs in the mid{t of all his ſuff rings! 

How does he riſe againſt a load of woes, 

And thank the Gods that throw the weight upon him 


SYPH. lis pride, rank pride, and haughtinefs of ſoul. 


I think the Romans call it Stoiciſm. 
Had not your royal father thovght fo bighly 
Of Roman virtue, and of Cato's cauſe, 
He had not fall'n by a ſlave's hand, inglorious : 
Nor would his flaughter'd army now have lain 
On Africk's fands, disfigur'd with their wounds, 
To gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia. 
Jos. Why doſt thou call my forrows up afreſh? 
My father's name brings tears into my eyes. 
SY? H. Oh, that you'd profit by your father's ills! 


Jus. What woud'lt thou have me do? l 

SY? H. Abandon Cato. { 

Jus. Syphax, 1 ſhou'd be more than twice an orphan 
By ſuch a loſs, 
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$YPH. Ay, there's the tie that binds you! 
tou long to call him father. Marcia's charms 
Work in your heart unſeen, and plead tor Cato. 
No wonder you are deat to all I tay 
Jv 8s. >ypha>, your zcal becomes importunate ; 
I've hitherto permitted it to rave, 
And talk at large, but learn to keep it in, 
Leſt it ſhould tuke more treedom than Ill give it. 
Sven. Sir, your great father never us'd me thus. 
Alas, he's dead | but can you e'er forget 
The tender forrows and the pangs ot nature, 
The fond embraces, and repeated bleſſings, 
V hich you drew from him in your laſt farewell? 
Still mult 1 cherith the dear, tad remembrance, 
At orice to torture, and to pleaſe my foul. 
The good old king at parting wrung my hand, 
(His eyes brim full ot tears) then ſighing cry'd, 
nd, Pr'ythee be careful of my fon !——his griet 
Swell'd up fo high, he could not utter more. 
Ju s. Alas, thy ttory melts away my foul. 
m! That beſt of fathers! how (gall I diſcharge 
of ſoul: The gratitude and duty which [ owe him! 
SYPH. By laying up his counſels in your heart. 
Jus. His counſels bade me yield to thy directions 
Then, Sy phax, chide me in ſevereſt terms, 
Vent all thy paſſion, and I'll ſtand its ſhock, 
Calm and unrutfled as a ſummer-ſeca, 
When not a breath of wind flies o'er its ſurface. 
Sry. Alas, my prince, I'd guide you to your fafety. 
ö Jus. I do believe thou woud'ſt: but tell me how ? 
SYPH. Fly from the tate that follows Caeſar's foes. 


Is! Jus. My father ſcorn d to do it. 

: SYPH. And therefore dy'd. 

7 Jus. Better to die ten thouſaud thouſand deaths, 
phan Than wound my honour. 


SYPH. Rather fay your love. 
\ Juss 
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Jos yphax, Pve promis ꝰꝗ to preſerve my temper, 
Why wi t hou urge me to confeſs a flame, 
J lovg have ſtified, and wou'd fein conceal ? 
Sven Belizve me. prince, tho” hard to conquer love, 
TTi- cafy to divert and break its force: 
Abſence might cure it, or a ſecond miltreſs 
Lighr up another flame, and put out this. 
The glowing dames of Zama's r yal court 
Have taces fluſh'4 with more ex.'\ted charms; 
The fun that rolls his chariot o'er ther heads, 
Works up more fire and colour in their checks: 
Were you with theſe, my prince, you'd toon torget 
The pale, uoripen'd beauties of the North 
J- B. bis not a ſet of features, or complexion, 
The tin&ture of a skin. that | admire. 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the lover, 
Fades in his eye, and pa'ls upon the tenſe. 
The virtuous Marcia tow'rs above her fex : 
True, ſhe is fair, Oh, how divinely fair! 
But ſtill the 1ovely maid improves her charms, 
With inward greatneſs, unaffefted wiſdom, 
And ſanctity of manners. Cato's foul 
Shines out ia every thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, 
While winning mildneſs and attractive ſmiles 
Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace 
Soften the rigour of her father's virtues. fpraiſe! 
SYPH. How does your tongue grow wanton in her 
But on my knees | beg you wou'd conſider — 
| Enter Ma&C1a and LUCIA. 
Jos Hah' Syphax, is't not the! - ſhe moves this way: 
And with her Lucia, Lucius's fair daughter. 
My heart beats thick | pr*ythee, Syphax, leave me. 
SY PH. Ten thouſand curſes faſter. on em both! 
Now will this woman with a fingle glance 
Undo what 1've been lab'ring all this while. 
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SC ENEV. 
Jv 4, Marcia, Lucia. 


Jv s. Hail, charming maid! how does thy beauty ſmooth 
The face of war. and make cv'n horror ſmile! 
At ſi ght ot thee my heart ſhakes off its forrows: 
I fect a dawn of joy break in upon me, 
And for a while forget the approach of Caeſar bee 
Mar. 1 ſhu'd be griev'd young prince, t» think my 
Unbent your thou..h:s and fla-ken'd 'em to arms, 
While warm with ſlaughter, our victorious toe 
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the field. 
Jv Bs. O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns 
And gentle wiſh: s follow me to battle 
The chought will give new vigour to my arm, 
Add ſtrength and w-ight to my deſcending ſword, 
And drive it in a tempeſt on the toe. 
Mar. My prayers and wiſhas always ſhall attend 
The triends of Rome, the glorious cauſe of virtue, 
And men approv'd of by the Gods and Cato. 
Jas That Juba may deſcrve thy pious cares, 
Fil gaze for ever on thy godlike father, 
Tranſplanting, one by one. into my life 
His bright perfections, till I ſhine like him. 
Ma &. My father never at a time hr this 
Wou'd lay out his great ſoul in words, and waſte 
Such precious moments 
J B. Thy reproots are juſt, 
Thou virtuous maid ; Nl haiten to my troops, 
And fire their languid fouls with Cato“ virtue. 
If cr 1 1c.d them to the field, vw hon all 
The war ſhall ſtand rang'd in i s jult array. 
And dreadful pimp: then will think en thee! 
O lovely maid, then will | think on thee! 
Aud in the ſhock ot charging hults, remember 
What 
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What glorious deeds ſhou'd grace the man, who hopes 
For Mlarcia's love. (Exit. 


e 
Lucia, MARcCia. 


Luc. Marcia, you're too ſevere, 
How cou“ you ce the young good - natur d prince, 
Ana drive him from you with fo ſtern an air, 
A prince that loves and dotes on you to death? 
Mar. is therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me. 
His air, his voice, his looks, and honeſt foul 
Speak all jo movingly in his behalf, 
I dare not truſt myſcif to hear him talk. 
Luc. V hy will you fight againſt fo ſweet a paſſion, 
And ſteel your hcart to ſuch a world of charms? 
Max. Ho, Lucia, wou'dſt thou have me fink away 
In ple ſing dreams, and loſe my ſelt in love, 
V hen ey ry moment Ca'0's lite's at ſtake? 
Cacſar comes arm'd with terror and revenge, 
And aus his thunder at my father's head: 
Shou'd net the fad occaſion ſwallow up 
My other cares, and draw them all into it? 
Luc. Why have not I this conſtancy of mind, 
Who have fo many gricts to try its force? 
Sure, nature torm'd me of her ſotteſt mould, 
Enfcebled all my ſoul with tender paſſions, 
And funk me even below mine own weak ſex: 
Pity, and love, by turns opprets my heart. 
MAR. Lucia, disburden all thy cares on me, 
And let me ſhare thy moſt retired diſtreſs ; 
Tell me who raiſes up this conflict in thee ? 
Lu c. I need not bluſh to name them, when I tell thee 
They're Marcia's brothers and the ſons of Cato. 
Max. They both behold thee with their ſiſter's eyes: 
And often have reveal d their paſſion to me. 
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But tell me, whoſe adirefs thou favour'ſt moſt? 
1 loag to know, and yet I dread to hear it. 
Luc, Which is it Marcia wiſhes for? 
Mar. For neither 
And yet for both—the youths have equal ſhare 
In Marcia's wiſhes, and divide their ſiſter: 
But tell me, which of them is Lucia's choice ? 
Lu c. Marcia, they both are high in my eſteem, 
But in my love - why wilt thou make me name him? 
Thou know 't i: is a blind and fooliſh paſſion, 
Ple.s'd and diſgutted with it knows not what— 
Mas. O Lucia, I'm perplex'd, O tell me which 
I mult hcrcatter call my happy brother? [choice? 
Luc. Suppoſe 'twere Portius, could you blame my 
—, O 'ortivs, thou haſt ſtoln away my foul! 
With what a gracetul tenderneſs he loves! 
And breaths the ſotteſt, the lincereſt vows! 
Complacency. and truth, and manly ſweetneſs 
Dwell ever on his tongue. and ſmooth his thoughts. 
Marcus is over warm, his fond complaints 
Have fo much earneſtneſs and paſſion in them, 
F herr him: with a ſecret kind of horror, 
And tremble at his vehemence of temper. 
Ma«. Alas poor youth! how canſt thou throw hin- 


from thee? 


Lucia, thou know'ſt not halt the love he bears thee ; 


Vhene'er he ſpeaks of thee, his heart's in flames, 
He fends out all his woul in ev'ry word, 
And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranſported. 
Unhappy youth! how will thy coldnefs raiſe 
Iempeſts and ſtorms in his afflicted boſom! 
I dread the conicquence. 
Luc. You ſcem to plead 
Againſt your brother Portius. 
Max. Heav'n forbid! 
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The ſame compaſſion would have fall'n on him. 
Lu c. Was ever virgin love diitrefs'd like mine! 

Portius himfclf ott falls in tears before me, 

As it he mourn'd his rival's ill fuccefs, 

Then bids me hide ite motions of my heart, 

Kor ih. «hich way it turns. So much he fears 

The 1ad effe&ts, that it would have on Marcus. 
Mar. He knows too well how caſily he's fired, 

And vou'd not plunge his brother in deſpair, 

But waits tor happier times, and kinder moments. 
Luc. Alas, too late I find myſclf involved 

In endlefs griefs and labyrinths of woe, 

Born to afflict my Varcia's family, 

And fow diſſention in the hearts of brothers, 

Tormenting thought! it cuts into my ſoul. 
Ma x. Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our forrows, 

But to the Gods permit th” event of things. 

Our lives diſe lour'd with our preſent woes, 

May till grow white and ſmile with happicr hours. 
So tlie pure limpid (ſtream, when foul «ith ſtains 

Of ruſhing torrents and deſcending rains, 

Works itſelf clear, and as it runs, reſines; 

Till by degrees the floating mirroui ſhines, 

Reflect, each fiw'r that on the border grows, 


And a new heav'n in its fair boſom ſhows. [Exeunt. 
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ATTY. SCENE IF 
The SENATE. 


ze uU. TI OME (hl ſurvives in this aſſembled ſenate! 
Let us remember we are Cato's friends, 
Andi act like men who claim that glorious title. 
Lu c. Caio will foon be bere and open to us 
Th' occaſion of our meeting. Hark he comes! 


{A ſound of trumpets, 
May all the guardian Gods of Rome direct him 


Enter CaTo. 


Caro. Fathers, we once again are met in council, 
Cacfar's approach has furum:.n'd us together, 
And Rome attends her tate trom our reſolves: 
How ſhall we treat this bold afpiring man ? 
Succels (til foll-ws him, and back his crimes: 
Pharſalia gave him Rome, F gypt has ſince 
Receiv'd his yoke, and the whole Nile is Cacſar's. 
Why ſh uld I mention J ba's overthrow, 
And ocipio's death? Numidia's burning ſands 
Still \mok- wi h blood. ? 1 is time we ſhould decree 
What courſe to take. Our foe advances on us, 
And envies us cv'n Libya's ſultry defarts. 
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts, are they ſtill fix 
To hold it out, and fight it to the luſt? 
Or are your he arts ſubdu'd at length, and wrought 
By time and ill ſucceſs to a ſubmiſſion? 
Scmpronius, ſpeak. 

Stuss My voice is ſtill for war. 
Gods! can a Roman ſenate long debate 
dich of the two to chule, davery or death! 
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No, let us rife at once, gird on our ſwords, , 
And at the head of our remaining troops, ; 
Attack the fve, break through the thick array 
Of his throng'd legions, and charge home upon him, 
Perhaps ſome arm, more lucky than the reſt, 
May reach his heart, and free the world from bondag- 
Riſe, Fathers, riſe! tis Rome demands your help; 
Riſe and revenge her ſlaughter'd citizens, 
Or ſhare the ir tate! the corps of halt her ſenate 
Manure the held. of I heſſaly, while we | 
Sit here, deliberating in cold debates, 
Tf we ſhould C.:crifice our lives to honour, 
Or wear them out in ſervitude and chains, 
Rouſe up for ſhame! our brothers of Pharſalia 
Point at their wounds, and cry aloud—to battle! 
Great Pompey's ſhade complains that we are flow, 
And Scipio's ghoſt walks unre veng'd among? rs! 

Car. Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal 
Tranſport thee thus beyond the bounds of reaſon : 

True fortitude is ſeen in great exploits 

That juſtice warrants, and that dom guides, 
All elſe is touring trenzy and diſtraftior. 
Are not the lives of thoſe, who draw the ſword 
In Rome's defence, intruſted to our care? 
Should we thus lead them to a field of ſlaughter, 
Might not th' impartial world with reaſon ſay 
We laviſh'd at our deaths the blood of thouſands, 
To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious? 
Lucius, we next would know what's your opinion. 

Luc. My thoughts, I muſt confeis, are turn'd on peace. 
Already have our quarrels fili'd the world 
With widows and with orphans: Seythia mourns 
Our guiity wars, and earth's remoteſt regions 
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome: ' 


'Tis time to ſheath the ſword, and ſpare mankind. ; 


1. 


It is not Cacfar, but the Gods, my fathers, 
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The Gods declare againſt us, and repell 
Our vain attempts. To urge the foe to battle, 
(Prompted by blind revenge and wild deſpair) 
Were to refuſe th* awards of providence, 
And not to reſt in heaven's determination. 
Liready have we ſhown our love to Rome, 
Now let us ſhow ſubmiſſion to the Gods. 
We took up arms, not to revenge ourſelves, 
But free the commonwealth; when this end fails, 
Arms have no turther uſe : our country's cauſe, 
That drew our words, now wrelts em trom our 
And bids us not d-light in Roman blood, 
Unprofitabiy ſhed ; what men cuuld do 
Is done already heav'n and earth will witneſs, 
If Rome mult tall, that we are innocent. 
Seu. This ſmooth diſcourſe and mild behaviour oft 
Conceal a trairor—ſomething whiſpers me 
All is not right —Cato, beware of Lucius. e to Cato. 
Car. Let us appear nor raſh nor dithdent : 
Immoderate valour {wells into a fault, 
And fear, admitted into public couniels. 
Betrays like treaſon. Let us ſhun 'em both. 
Fathers, I cannot ſee that our affairs 
Are grown thus deſperate. We have bulwarks round us* 
Within our walls are troops inur'd to toil 
In Afric's heats and ſeaſonꝰ'd to the ſun; 
Numidia's ſpacious kingdom lies behind us, 
Ready to riſe at its young Prince's call. 
While there is nope, do not diſtruſt ti: Gods; 
But wait at leaſt till Cacfar's near approcch 
Force us to yield. *Twill never be too late 
To ſue for chains, and own a conqueror. 
Why ſhould Rome fall a moment ere her time? 
No, let us draw her term of treedom out 
Ir. its full length, and ſpin it to the laſt, 
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An let me periſh, but, in Cato judgment. 
A day, an hour ot virtuous liberty. 
Is worth a wile eternity in bondaye. 
Enter MAR 5. 
MARC. Fathers. this moment, as 1 watch'd the gates 
Lodg'd on my pott, a cr. is arri ed 
From Cactar's camp, and with him comes old Decius, 
The Roman knicht, he carrics in his looks 
Impatience, and demands to fp» ok with Cato. 
CaT. By your permiſſion, tathers, bid him enter. 
» Exit Marc; 
Decius was once my friend, but other proſpects 
Have loos'd thoſe ties, and bound him taſt to Cacſar. 
His meſſage may determine our reſolves. 


SCENE © 
Decius Caro, &c. 


Dec. Caeſar ſends health to Cato. 

Car. Could he fend it 
To Cato's ſlaughter d friends, it would be welcome. 
Are not your orders to aderefs the fenate ? 


DEC. My bufinet> is with Cato Cacſur fees 0 


The ſtraits, to which you're driven; and, as he knows 
Cato's high worth, is anxious for your lite. 

Car. My life is grafted on the fate of Rome: 
Would he fave Cato? bid him fpare his country. 
Tell your dictator this: and tell him, Cato 
Diſcains a lite, which he has pow'r to offer. 

Dec Rome and her ſcnators ſubmit to Caeſar. 
Her generals and her conſuls are no more, 

Who check'A h.s conqueits, and deny'd his triumphs. 
Why will not Cato be this Cacſar's friend? 


Car. Thoſe very reaſons, thou haſt urg d. forbid it | 


Dec. Cato, I've orders to expoſtulate, 


And reaſon with you, as from triend to friend: | 
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enter, 


Thin k on the ſtorm that gathers o'er yeur head, 
And threatens every hour to burſt upon it; 
Still may you ſtand high in your country's honovrs, 
Do but con ply. 2nd make your peace with Cactur, 
Rome wil rejoice, and caſt its eyes on Cato, 
As on the fecond of mankind. 
Cart. No more 
| muit not think of life on ſuch conditions. 
Dc. Cacfar is well acquainted with your. xittues. 
And thereture ſets this value on your life: 
Let him but know the price of Cato's friendſhip ; * 
Ard name your terms. 
CAT. Bid him disband his legions, 
Reſtore the commonwealth to liberty, 
Submit his actions to the public cenſure, 
And ſtand the judgment of a Roman ſenate, 
Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend. 
Dec. Cato, the world talks loudly of your wiſdom — 
CaT. Nay more, tho Cato's voice was ne'cr employ'd 
To clear the guilty, and to varniſh crimes, 
Myſelf will mount the roſtrum in his favour, 
And ſtrive to gain his pardon from the people. 
Dec. A ſtyle, like this, becomes a conqueror. 
Car. Decius, a ſtyle, like this, becomes a Roman. 
Dec.. What is a Roman, that is Cacſar's foc? 
Car. Greater then Caeſar : he's a friend to virtue. 
De c. Conſider, Cato, you're in Utica, 
And at the head of your own little ſenate; 
You don't now thunder in the Capitol, 
With all the mouths of Rome to ſecond you. 
Car. Let him conſider that, who drives us hither : 
'Tis Caeſar's ſword has made Rome's tenate little, 
And thian'd its ranks. Alas, thy dazzled eye 
Beholds this man in a falſe glaring light, 
Which conquett and ſucceſs have thrown upon him ; 
Didſt thou but view him right, thou'dſt ſce him black 
C 2 With 
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'ith murder, treaſon, ſacrilege, and crimes | 

Th.t ſtrike my foul with horror but to name em 4 
I know thou look 'ſt on me, as on a wretch : 
Beſet with ills, and cover'd with misfortunes ; 
But, by the Gods | ſwear, millions of worlds 
Should never buy me to be like that Cacfar. 

Dre. Does Cato ſnd this anſwer back to Cacfar. . 
For al! his generous cares, and proffer'd friendſhip? 

Car. His cares tor me are infolent and vain: 
Preſumptuous man the Gods take care of Cato. 
Would Caeſar ſhow the greatneſs of his ſoul? 
Bid him employ his care for theſe my friends, , 
And make good uſe of his ill-gotten pow'r, 
By ſheltring men much better than himſelf. 


Dec. Your high unconquer'd heart makes you forgt You 
You are a man. You ruſh on your deſtruction. 18 
But I have done. When [ relate hereafter : Cas 
The tale of this unhappy embaſſy, 1 
All Rome will be in tears. 3 Cacfar's K 


SCENE III. 
SeMPRONTUS, Luctvus, Caro, &. 


Spur. Cato. we thank thee. : 
The wighty genius of immortal Rome 
Speaks in thy voice. thy foul breaths liberty: 

Caeſar will ſhrink to hear the words thou utter'ſt, | And all t 


And ſhudder in the midſt of all his conqueſts. 


Loc. The ſenate + wns its gratitude to Cato, Fathers, 
Who with ſo great a ul contults its ſafety, Cam 
And guards our ives, while he neglects his own. =D . 


SEM Pp. Sempronius gives no thanks on this account. 
Lucius ſeems fond of lite; but what is life ? 
is not to (talk avout, and draw freſh air, 4 
From time to time, or gaze upon the ſun; 
'Tis to be free. When liberty is gone, 
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Life grows inſipid. and has loſt its reliſh. 
o could my dying hand but lodge a ſword 
In Cacfar's boſom, and revenge my country, 
By hcav'ns I could enjoy the pangs of death, 
And imile in agony. 
BR Luc. Others perhaps 
"os May ſerve their country with as warm a zeal, 
& Though 'tis not kindled into ſo much rage. 
Stur. This ſober conduct is a mighty virtue 
In lukewarm patriots. ; 
, Car. Come! no more, Sempronius, 
Al here are friends to Rome, and to each other. 
Let us not weaken ſtill the weaker fide, 
By our diviſions. 
ou frngs g SEM Y. Cato, my reſentments 
1 Are ſacrific d to Rome I ſtand reproved. 
; Car. Fathers, tis time you come to a reſolve. 
4 Luc. Cato, we all go in to your opinion. 
Caeſar's behav Mur has convinc'd the ſenate 
Ve ought to hold it, out till terms arrive. 
ö SeMP. We ought to hold it out till death; but, Cato, 
. My private voice is drown'd amid the ſenate's 
Car. Then let us riſe, my friends. and ſtrive to fill 
This little interval, this pauſe of lite, 
(While yet our liberty and fates are doubtful) 
:  Vith reſolution, friendſhip, Roman bravery, 
And all the virtues we can croud into it; 
| | That Hcav'n may fay, it ought to be prolong'd. 
Fathers, farewel The young Numidian +rince 
Comes foreward, and expects to know our counſcls. 


ä 866. 
2 Caro, Jv BA. 
Car. Juba, the Roman Senate has reſolv'd, 
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The ſword unſheath'd. and turn its edge on Caeſar, 


Jv Bs. The refolution fits a Roman Senate. 
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience, 
And condeſcend to hear a young man ſpeak. 

My father, when ſome days before his death 
He order'd me to march for Utica 
(Alas, I thought not then his death ſo near!) 
Wept o'er me, preſt me in his aged arms, 
And, as his griets gave way, my fon, ſaid he, 
Whatever fortune ſhall befal thy father, 

Be Cato's friend, he'll train thee up to great 
And virtuous deeds : do but obſerve him well, 


Thou'lt ſhun misfortunes, or thou'lt learn to bear em. 


Car. Juha, thy father was a worthy prince, 
And merited, alas! a better fate; 
But Heav'n thought otherwiſe. 
Jo s. My father's fate, 
In ſpite of all the fortitude, that ſhines 
Before my face, in Cato's great example, 
Subdues my foul, and fills my eyes with tears. 
Car. It is an honeſt ſorrow, and Becomes thee. 


Jos. My father drew reſpect from foreign climes: 


The kings of Afric ſought him for their friend; 
Kings tar remote, that rule, as fame r 

Behind the hidden ſources of the Nile, 

In diitant worl.ls, on t'other fide the ſun : 

Oft have their black ambaſſadors appeared, 
Loaden with gifts, and fill'd the courts of Zama. 


Car. I am no ſtranger to thy father's greatneſs! 
Jos. I would not boaſt the greatneſs of my father, 


But poiat out new alliances to Cato. 

Had we not better leave this Utica, 

To arm Numidia in our cauſe, and court 

Th' aſſiſtance of my father's powerful triends? 
Did they know Cato, our remoteſt kings 
Would pour cmbattk4d multitudes about him; 
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Their ſwarthy hotts would darken all our plains, 
Doubling the native horror of the war, 
And making death more grim. 
Cart. And canſt thou think 
Cato will fly beture the tword of Caeſar ? 
Reduc'd Uke Hannibal, to ſeck relief 
From court to court, and wander up and down 
A vagabend in Atric! 
Jes. Cato, perhaps 
I'm too officious, but my forward cares 
Would fain preſerve a lite ot fo much value. 
My heart is wounded, when | fe ſuch virtue 
Atflicted by the weight of ſuch misfortunes. 
Car. Thy nublencts of foul obliges me. 
But know, young Prince, that value foars above 
Vhat the world calls misfortune and affliction. 
Theſe are not ills; elſe would they never fall 
On Heaven's firſt favourites, and the beſt of men: 
The Gods, in bounty, work up ſtorms about us, 
That give mankind occaſion to exert 
Their hidden ſtrength, and throw out into practice 
Virtues, which ſhun the day, and lic conceal'd 
In the ſmooth ſcaſons and the calms of life. virtue! 
Jus. I'm charm'd whene'er thou talk'ſt! I pant for 
And all my ſoul endeavours at perfection. 
Ca T. Doſt thou Ive watchings, abſtinence, and toil, 
Laborious virtues all! learn them trom Cato: 
Succeſs and fortune muſt thou learn from Caeſar. 
Jus. The beſt good fortune that can fall on Juba, 
The whole ſucceſs, at which my heart afpires, 
Depends on Cato. 
CAT. What does ſuba ſay ? 
Thy words contound me. 
Jos. I would fain retract them, 
Give em me back again. They aim'd at nothing. 
Car. Tell me thy wiſh, young prince ; make nat my car 
C 4 A ſtran- 
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A ſtranger to thy thoughts. 
Jv s. Oh, they're extravagant; 

Still let me hide them. 
Car. V hat can Juba ask 

That Cato will retuſe! N Of tag 
Jos | fear to name it. Rivet th 

RI. cia ——iaherits all her father's virtues. Jen 
Car. What would'ſt thou ſay? | SYP 
Jos. Cato, thou hait a daughter. To tee * 
Car. Adieu, young prince: I would not hear a word And thi 


Should leſſen thee in my eſtcem : remember 
The hand of fate is over us, and heav'n 
Exacts ſeverity from all our thoughts: 


It is not now a time to talk of aught | | 
But chains, or conqueſt; liberty, or death. 
SCENE V. 
SYPHALX, JUBA. | 
SYr#. How's this, my prince! what, cover d with con- | 
You look as if yon ſtern philoſopher {fulion? | 
Had juſt now chid you. t 


Jus. Syphax, I'm undone! 
SYPH. I know it well. 
Jv s. Cato thinks meanly of me. 
SYPH. And fo will all mankind. 
Ju s. I've opened to him 
The weakneſs of my ſoul, my love for Marcia. 
SY FH. Cato's a proper perſon to intruſt 
A love tale wiih. 
Jus. Oh, I could pierce my heart, 
My fooliſh heart! was ever wretch like Juba? 
Sve. Alas, my prince, how are you'chang'd of late! 
I've known young Juba riſe, before the fun, © 
To beat the thicket where the tyger ſlept, 
Or ſeck the lion in his dreadful haunts: 


— 
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How did the colour mount into your cheeks, 
When firſt you rous'd him to the chace! I've ſeen you, 
Ev'n in the Libyan dog-days. hunt him down, 
Then charge him cloſe, pr »voke him to the rage 
Of tags and claws. and ſtooping from your horſe 
Rivet the panting ſavage to the ground. 
Jv s. Pr'ythee, no more! 
SY?H. How would the old King ſmile 
To fee you weinh the paws, when tipp'd with gold, 
And throw the ſhaggy ſpoils about your ſhoulders! 
Jv 8. Syphax, this old man's talk (tho' honey flow'd 
In every word) would now loſe all its ſweetneſs. 
Cato's diſpleas d. and Marcia loſt for ever 
SY PH. Young prince, I yet cant „% 
Marcia might ſtill be yours. 
I s. What ſay'ſt thou, Syphax! J 
By heav'ns, thou turn'ſt me all into attention, 
SYeH. Marcia might (till be yours. 
Ju s. As how, dear Syphax? 
SYPH. Juba commands Numidia's hardy troops, 
Mounted on ſteeds, unus d to the reſtraint 
Of curbs and bittes, and fleeter than the wind: 
Give but the word, we'll ſnatch this damſel up, 
And bear her off. 
Js s. Can ſuch diſhoneſt thoughts 
Rite up in man would'ſt thou ſeduce my youth 
To do an act that would deſtruy my honour ? 
SY?H. Gods, I could tear my beard to hear you talk? 
Honour's a fine imaginary notion, 
That di aus in raw and unexperienc'd men 
To real miſchicfs, while they hunt a ſhadow. 
Jo. Would'ſt thou degrade thy prince into a ruffian * 
SY PH. The boaſted anceſtors of theſe great men, 
Whoſe virtues you admire, were all ſuch ruffians. 
This dread of nations, this almighty Rome, 
That comprehends in her wide empire's bounds 
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All under heav'n, was founded on a rape. 

Your Scipio's, Cacfur's, Por-pey's, and your Cato's, 
(Theſe Gods on earth} are all the fpuriuus brood 
Of violated meids, ot ravith'd *abines. 

Jv s. Syphax, | tear that hoary head of thine 
Abounds too much in our Numiaian wiles 

Sven. Indeed, my prince, you want to know the world; 
You have not read manrkiud; your youth admues 
The throws and tucllings of 4 Roman ful, 

Cato's bold flights, th' extravagance of virtue. 

Jos It knowledge ot the world makes man perfidicus, 
May Juba ever live in ignorance! 

SY 7H. Go, go, yuu're young. 

Jo s. Gods, mult | tamely bear 
This arrogance unanſwer'd! thou'rt a traitor, 

A falſe old traitor. 

Sven. | have gone too far. { Aſide. 

Jos. Cato ſhall know the baſeneſs of thy ſoul. 

Sven I mull appeaſe this ſtorm, or periſh in it. [ Aſide. | 
Youvrg prince, behold thete locks that are grown white 
Beneath a helmet in your tather's battles. 

Jes Thote locks th.!! nc'er protect thy inſolence. 

SY YH. Muſt one raſh world, th” infirm:ty of age, 
Throw down the merit of my better years? 
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This the reward of 2 whole lite of ſervice! 
— Curſe on the boy! how ſteddily he hears me! [ Aſckk. 
Jv s. Is it becauſe the throne of my forefathers 
Still ſtands unfil'd, and that Numidia's crown 
Hangs doubtful yet, whole head it thall incloſe, 
I hou. thus pretum'it to treat thy prince with ſcorn? 1 
Sven. Why will you rive my heart with ſuch expteſ.. 
Docs not old Sy; hax tullow you to war? [ ſions? 
| What are his aims* why does he load with darts 
His trembling hand, and cruſh beneath a cask 
His wrinkled brows? what is it he aſpires to; : 
Is it not this? to ſhed the flow remains, 4 
His 
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His laſt poor ebb of blood, in your deten e? 
Jv 8. Syphax, no more! 1 wouid not hear you talk. 
Sven. Not hear me talk what, when ny tuth to Juba, 
My royal maſter's fon, is call in q tion 
My priace may ſtrike me dead, and li be dumb: 
But whiltt live [ muſt wot hold my tongue, 
And languiſh out old Age in huis difpleaſure. 
Js Thou know the wiy too well into my heart, 
I dv believe thee loyal to thy prince. 
Sven. What greater init ine can give? [Ive offer'd 
Ta do an action which my foul abhors, 
And gain you whom yu love at any price. 
Jus. Was this thy motive! I have been too haſty. 
$yY £4. And "tis tor this my prin-e has call'd me traitor, 
Jos. Jure thou miſtak t; | did not call thee fo. 
SY PH. You did indced, my priace, you call'd me traitor : 
Nay, further, threatn'd you'd complain to Cao. 
Ot what, my prince, would y u complin to Cato? 
That Syphax loves you, and would ſacrifice 
His life, nay more, his honour i» your ſervice. 
Jv 8. Syphax, I know thou lov'it me, but indeed 
Thy zral tor Juba carried thee too far. , 4 
Honour's a ſacred tie, the law of Kings, 
The noble mind's diſtingu hing perfection, 
That aids and ſtrengthens virtue, where it meets her, 
And imitates her actions. where the is not: 
It ought not to be ſported with. 
SYPH By heavens 
I'm ravith'd when you talk thus, tho? you chide me! 
Alas, I've hicherto been us'd to think 
A blind officious zeal to ſerve my King 
The ruling principle. that ought to burn 
And quench all others in a ſubje's heart. 
Happy the people, who preſerve their honour, 
By the fame duties, that oblige their prince! 
Jos. Syphax, thou now begin'it to tpeak thy ſelf. 
| Numidia's 
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Numidia's grown a ſcorn among the nations 
For breach of public vows. Our Yunic taith 
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb. 
Syphax, we'll join our cares, to purge away 
Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation. 
SYPH. Believe me, prince, you make old Syphax weep 
To hear you talk but 'tis with tears of joy. 
If eber your father's crown adorn your brows, 
Numidia will be bleſt by Cat.. 's leftures. ö 
Ju s. Syphax, thy hand we'll mutually forget 
The warmth of youth, and frowardneſs of age: 
Thy prince eſteems thy worth, and loves thy perſon. 
If cer the ſcepter comes into my hand, 
Syphax ſhall ſtand the fecond in my kingdom. 
Sy PH. Why will yuu overwhelm my age with kindneſs? 
My joy grows burdenſume, I ſhan't ſupport it. | 
Jus. Syphax, farewel: Ill hence, and try to find 
In Cato's thoughts. I'd rather have that man 
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admirers. 
SYPHAX Solus. 
ness alin, nd thas Stage affracs; 
Old age is flow in both—A falſe old traitor! 
Thoſe words, raſh boy, may chance to coſt thee dear. 
My heart had ſtill ſome fooliſh fondneſs for thee : 
But hence! tis gone: I give it to the winds ;— 
Cacſar, I'm wholly thine—— 
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SCENE VI. 
Sy PIA, SEMPRONIUS. ö 
SY Px. All hail, Sempronius! 
Well, Cato's ſenate is refolv'd to wait 


The fury of a ſiege, before it yields. 
SEMP. Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate: 
Lucius declar'd fur peace, and terms were offer'd 
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To Cato by a meſſenger from Caeſar. 
Should they ſubmit, e'er our deſigns are ripe, 
We both muſt periſh in the common wreck, 4 
Loſt in a general undiſtinguiſh'd ruin. 
Sy pH. But how ſtands Cato? 
SEwp Thou haſt ſeen mount Atlas: 
While ſtorms and tempeſts thunder on its brows, 
And oceans break their billows at its feet, 
It ſtands unmov d. and glories in its height. 
Such is that haughty man; his tos ring ſoul, 
Midſt all the ſhocks and injuries of fortune, 
Riſcs ſuperior, and looks down on Cacſar. 
sven. But what's thi> n eſſenger? 
Sz Mo, ['ve praftis'd with him, 
And found a means to let the victor know 
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends, 
let me now examine in my turn: 
Is Juba fixt? 
Sven. Yes, —— but it is to Cato. 
Ive try'd the force of every reaſon on him, 
Sooth'd and careſs'd, been angry, ſooth'd again, 
Laid ſafety, life, and intereſt in his ſight; 
But all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Cato. 
Seu Come, 'tis no matter, we ſhall do without him. 
He'll make a pretty figure in a triumph, 
And ſerve to trip betore the victor's chariot. 
Syphax, I now may hope thou haſt forſook 
Thy Juba's cauſe. and wiſheſt Marcia mine. 
SY PH. May ſhe be thine as faſt as thou would'ſt have her 
SEM Þ. Syphax, I love that woman; though I curſe 
Her and myſelf, yet ſpite of me, I love her. 
SYPH. Make Cato ſure, and give up Utica, 
Caeſar will ne'er refuſe thee ſuch a trifle. 
But are thy troops prepar'd for a revolt? 
Does the ſedition catch from man to man, 
And run among their ranks? 
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SFM b. All. all is ready. 
The fac tious icaders are our friends, that ſpread 
Murmurs and Jitcontents among the foldiers. 
They count their toilſome marches, long fatigues, 
Unuſual faſtirg<, and will bear no more 
This medi of phi'ofophy and war. 
Within an hour they'll ttorm the Senate houſe. 


Fdven Mean 44 I'll dra up my Numidian Pp 


Within the ſyuare, to exerciſe their arms, 
And, as | fee o fon, favour thee. 

I laugh to think how your unſhaken Cato 
Will look achaſt. while untorcteen deſtruction 
Pours in upon him, thus from every fide. 

So, where our wide Numidian waſtes extend, 


Sudden. th' impe! uous hurricanes deſcend, 


W heel through the air, in circling eddics play, 
Tear up the funds, and fweep whole plains away. 


The helpleſs traveller, with wild ſus priſe, 


Sees the dry def. rt all around him rife, 
And ſmother'd in the duſty u hi lu ind dies. 
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SE FF os. SEM. 


MARCUS and POR TIUS. 


Marcus. 
troops Haxxs to my ſtars, I have not range'd about 
The wilds ot lite, ere | could find a fricnd; 
Na: ure firſt pointed out my Portius to me, 
And early taught me, by her fecret torce, 
To love thy perton, ere I knew thy merit; 
Till, what was inttinct. grew up into friendſhip. 
Por. Marcus, the friendſhips of the world are oft 
Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleaſure ; 
Our: has ſevereſt virtue for its baſis, 
Ana ſuch a friendſhip ends not but with life. 
M 1+. Portivs, thou know 'ſt my foul in all its weaknefs, 
Then pr'ythee {; Ore me on its tender ſide, 
Indulge me but in love, my other paſſions 
Shall rife and tall by virtue's niceſt rules. 
Por. When love's well-tim'd, 'tis not a fault to love. 
ACT The (trong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wile, 
Sink in the \ ft captivity together. 
I would not urge thee to diſmiſs thy paſſion, 
(I know "twere vin) but to ſuppreſs its force, 
ill better times moy i K- it lock more graceful. 
Man. Alas; thou talk 't bke une who never telt 
Th' impatient throbs and | Nyings of a foul, 
That pants, and reache. after diſtent good. 
A lover docs not live by ulga, time: 
Believe me, Portius, in my Luciz's ai ſ-nee 
Lite haygs upon me nnd becomes « duden, 
An y-t, when | bh» IA rhe charming maid, 
I'm tentimes more undone ; while hope and fear, 
And grief, and rage, and loye, riſe up at once, 7 
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And with variety of pain diſtract me. 
Por. What can thy Portius do to give thee help? 
Ma x Portius, thou oft enjoy It the fair one's preſence - 
Then undertake my cauſe, and plead it to her 
With all the ſtrength and heats of eloquence 
Fraternal love and friendſhip can infpire. 
Tell her thy brother languithes to death, 
And fades away, and withers in his bloom; 
That he forgets his ſlecp, and loaths his food, 
That youth, and health, and war are joyleſs to him : 
Deſcribe his anxious days, and reſtleſs nights 
And all the torments that thou ſee'ſt me ſuffer. 
Por. Marcus, I beg thee give me not an office, 
That ſuits with me fo ill. Thou know'ſt my temper. 
Manx. Wilt thou behold me ſinking in my woes? 
And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm, 
To raiſe me from amidſt this plunge of ſorrows? 
Po Rx. Marcus, thou canſt nat ask what I'd refuſe. 
But here believe me l ve a thouſand reaſons 
Max. I know thou'it ſay my paſſion's out of ſeaſon, 
That Cato's great example and misfortunes 
Should both conſpire to drive it from my thoughts: 
But what's all this to one who loves like me! 
Oh Portius, Portius, from my foul I wiſh 
Thou Jidſt but know thyſelf what 'tis to love! 


Then wouldſt thou pity and aſũſt thy brother. 


Por. What ſhould I do! it I diſcloſe my paſſion, 
Our friendſhip's at an end: if I conceal it, 
The world will call me falſe to a friend and brother. [ Aſide. 
Manx But ſee where Lucia, at her wonted hour, 
Amid the cool of yon high marble arch, 
Enjoys the noon-day breezc! obſerve her, Portius ! 
That face, that thape, thoſe eyes, that heaven of beauty! 
Obſerve here well, and blame me if thou canſt. Y 
Por. She ſees vs, and advance 
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And leave you for a while. Remember, Portius, 
Thy brother's lite depends upon thy tongue. 


SCENE 
LUCIA, Poris. 


N 

Lu c. Did I not fee your brother Marcus here? 
Why did he fly the place and ſhun my preſence? 

oK. Oh, Lucia language is too faint to ſhow 
His rage of love; it preys upon his lite; 

He pincs, he bckens, he defpairs, he dies: 

His paſſions and his virtues lic contuſed, 

And mixt together in fo wild a tumult, 

That the whole man is quite disfigur'd in him. 
Heav'ns! would one think "twere poſſible tor love 
To make ſuch ravage in a noble foul! 

Oh, Lucia, {'m diſtreſt! my heart bleeds for him; 
Even now, white thus I ſtand bleit in thy preſence, 
A tccret damp of grief comes o'er my thoughts, 
And I'm unhappy, tho” thou fmilfſt upon me. 

Luc. How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the ſhock 
Of love and friendſhip! think betimes, my Portius, 
Think how the nuptial tie, that might cnture 
Our mutual blifs, would raiſe to ſuch a height 
Thy brother's griefs, as might perhaps deltroy him. 

Fo. Als, poor youth! what doſt thou think, my Lucia? 
His generous, open, undefigning heart 
Has begg'd Eis rival to follicit tor him. 

Then do not ſtrike him deed with a denia?, 

But hold him up in lite, and chear }.is ſoul 

Wich the feint glimmering of a doubtful hope: 
Perhaps, when we have pats'd theſe ploomy hours, 
And weather'd out the ſtorm that beats upon us — 

Luc. No, Portius, no! 1 ſee thy fitter's tears, 
Thy tather's an guĩſh, and thy brother's dcath, 
In the purſuit ot our ill-tatcd loves, 
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And, Portius, here I ſwear, to Heav'n I ſwear, 
To Heav'n, and all the pow'rs that judge mankind, 


Never to mix my plighted hands with thine, 


While fuch a cloud of muchicts bangs about us, | 
But to forget our loves, and drive thee out | 
From all my thoughts, as far as | am able. | 

Por. What halt thou ſaid! I'm thunder druch —. 
Thoſe haſty words, or I am loſt tor ever. 

Luc. Has not the vow alrcady paſs'd my tips? | 
The Gods have heard it, and 'tis feal'd in Heav'a, 
May all the vengeance that was ever pour'd 
On perjur'd heads, o'crwhelm me, it I break it! 

Po. Flat in altoniſhment, | gaze upon thee; 

Like one juſt blaſted Ly a ſtroke trom Heav'a, 

Who pants for breath, and ſtiſfens, yet alive, | 

In dreadtul looks: a monument of wrath! | 

Luc. At length i've acted my ſevereſt part; | 
| 


I feel the woman breaking in upon me, 

And melt about my heart ! my tears will flow. 
But oh Ill think no more! the hand of fate 
Has torn thee from me, and I mult forget thee. 

Por. Hard hearted, crucl maid! 

Luc. Oh ſtop thoſe founds, . 
Thoſe killing ſounds! why duſt thou frown upon me! | 
My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave, | 
And life itſelf goes out at thy diſpleaſure. 
The Gods forbid us to indulge our loves; | 


But oh! I cannot bear thy hate, and live! 
Por. Talk not of love: thou never '{t its fas. 

I've been dcluded, led into a dream 

Of fancied bliſs. 


Oh Lucia, cruel maid! 
Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, (till founds _ 
In my ſtunn d cars. What ſhall I ſay or do? 
Quick, let us part! perdition's in thy preſence, 
And horror dwells about thee!—hah ſhe faints! 
Wretch that I ara! what has my raſhueſs done! 
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Lucia, thou injur'd innocence! thou beſt 
Aud lovelieſt of thy ſex! awake, my Lucia, -” 
Or Portius ruſhes on his ſword to juin thee, 
— Her imprecations reach not to the tomb, 
They (hut not out ſociety in death 
But huh | ſhe moves! lite wanders up and down 
Through all her face, and lights up every charm. 

Loc. O Portius, was this well '—to trown on her 
That lives upun thy ſmiles! to call in doubt | 
The faith of one expiring at thy feet, 
That loves thee more than ever woman lov'd! 
—— What do I fay? my halt recover d ſente 
Forgets the vow in which my foul is bound. 


Deſtruction ſtands betwixt us! we mult part. back. 
Pox. Name not the word; my frighted thoughts run 
And ſtartle into madneſs at the found. 


Loc. What would'ſt thou have me do? conſider well 
The train of ills our love would draw behind it. 
Think, Portius, think, thou ſeeſt thy dying brother 
Stabb'd at his heart, and all beſmear'd with blood, 
Storming at Heav'n and thee! thy awful Sire 
Sternly demands the cauſe, th' accurſed cauſe, 
That robs him of his ſon! poor Marcia trembles, 
Then tears her hair, and frantic in her griefs 
Calls out on Lucia! what could Lucia anſwer? 


Or how ſtand up in ſuch a ſcene of ſorrow! 


Po. To my confuſion, and cternal grief, 
! mult approve the ſentence that deſtroys me. 
The miit, that hung about my mind. clears up; 
And now, athwart the terrors that thy vow 
Has planted round thee, thou appear it more fair, 
More amiable, and riſeſt in thy charms. 
Lovelieſt of women! Heav'n is in thy toul, 
Beauty and virtue ſhine for ever round thee, 
bright ning each other! thou art all divine! [heart 
LUC. Portius, no more! thy words ſhoot through my 
D a Meit 
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Melt my reſolves. and turn me all to love. 
Why are thoſe tears ot tondneſe in thy eyes? 
Why heaves thy heart? why ſwells thy foul with ſorrow! | 
It ſottens me too much —farewel, my Portius, 
F.reuci, though death is in the word. tor ever! 
Po x. Stay, Lucia, ſtay! what doit thou lay ? for ever! 
Loc. Have I not fworn? it, Vortius, thy ſucceſs 
Mult throw thy brother on his fate, farcwcl, 
Oh, how thall I repeat the word! For-ever! 
Por. Thus o'er the dying lamp ith” unſteady flame 
Hangs quivering on a point, leaps off by fits, 
And falls ag in, as loth to quite its hold. 
— Thou mult not go, my foul ſtill hovers o'er thee, 
And can't get loofe. 
Lv c. If the firm Portius ſhake 
To hear of parting, think what Lucia ſuffers! 
Po R. Tis true; unrutfled and ſerene I've met | 
The common accidents of life, but here 
Such an unlook'd for ſtorm of ills falls on me, 
It beats down all my ſtrength. I cannot bear it. 
We muſt not part. 
Luc. What doſt thou ſay? not part? 
Haſt thou forgot the vow that I have made? 
Are there not heav'ns, and Gods, and thunder, o'er us! 
— But fee! thy brother Marcus bends this way! 
I ſicken at the fight. Once more, tarewel, 
Farewel, and know thou wrong'it me, if thou think'f 
Ever was love, or ever grict, like mine. 
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Ma x. Portius, what hopes: how ſtands ſhe? am 1 
To lite or death ? 
Pok. V hut would'ſt thou have me fay? 
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Like one amaz'd and terrified. 
Por. I've reaſon. 

Mas Thy caſt-dovn looks, and thy diſorder'd thoughts 

Tell me my fate. I ask not the ſucceſs 

My cauſe has tound. 

Por. I'm griev'd I undertook it. 
Mar. What? does the barbarous maid inſult my heart, 

My aking heart! and triumph in my pains? 

That 1 could caſt her from my thoughts for ever? 

Por. Away! you're too ſuſpichus in your griefs; 
Lucia, though ſworn never to think of love, 
Compaſſionates your pains, and pities you. 

Mas. Compaſſionates my pains, and pities me! 

What is compaſſion when 'tis void of love 

Fool that I was to chuſe fo cold a friend 

To urge my cauſe! compaſſionates my pains! 

pr'ythee what art, what rhetoric didſt thou uſe 

To gain this mighty boon ? ſhe pities me! 

To one that asks the warm return of love, 

Compaſſion's cruelty, tis ſcorn, tis death 
Por. Marcus, no more! have I deſerv'd this treatment? 
Manx. What have | ſaid! O Portius, O forgive me! 

A ſoul exaſperated in ills falls out 

Vith every thing, its friends, its ſelf—but hah! 

V hat means that ſhout, big with the ſounds af war? 

What new alarm ? 

Por. A ſecond, louder yet, 

Swells in the winds, and comes more full upon us. 

Mar. Oh, for ſome glorious cauſe to fall in battle! 

Lucia, thou haſt undone me! thy diſdain 

Has broke my heart : 'tis death muſt give me eaſe. 

POR. Quick, let us hence; who knows if Cato's life 

Stands fure? O Marcus, l am warm'd, my heart 

Leaps at the trumpet's voice, and burns for glory. 
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SCENE Iv. | 


SEMPRONIUS with the leaders of the mutiny, 


Sr M. At length the winds are rais'd, the ſtorm blu 
Be it your care, my triends, to keep it up ſur 


In its full fury, and direct it right, 
Till it has ſpent itſelt on Cato's head. 
Mean while I'll herd among his friends, and ſeem 
One of the number, that whate'cr arrive, 
My tricnds and fellow-ſoldicrs may be ſafe. 
| 1 LEADER, We all are ſafe, Semprouius is our tg 
Sempronius is as brave a man as Cato. 
But hark! he enters. Bear up buldly to him; 
Be ſure you beat him down, and bind him faſt. 


This day will end our toils, and give us reſt! 


Fear nothing, for Sempronius is our friend. 


SCENE V. 


Caro, SzeMPpPRONIUS, Luctus, PoRTIvN, 
Marcus, &c. 


Ca T. Where are theſe bold intrepid ſons of war, | 


That greatly turn their backs upon the foe, 
And to their general ſend a brave defiance? 
SEM. Curie on their daſtard ſouls, they ſtand aon. 
[As 
Ca T. Perfidious men! and will you thus diſhonour 
Your paſt exploits, and fully all your wars? 
Do you conteſs *twas not a zeal for Rome, 
Nor love of liberty, nor thirſt of honour, 
Drew you thus far; but hopes to ſhare the ſpoil _ 
Of conquer'd towns, and plunder'd provinces? 
Fic'd with ſuch motives you do well to join 
With Cato's foes, and follow Cacfar's banners. 
Why did 1 ſcape th' invenom'd Aſpic's rage, 
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And all the fiery monſters of the deſert, 

To ſee this day? why could not Cato fall 
Without your guilt behold, ungrateful men, 
Behold my boſom naked to your ſwords, 

And let the man that's injur d ſtrike the blow, 
Which of you all ſuſpeRts that he is wrong'd, 
Or think+ he ſutfers greater ills than Cato? 
Am I diſtir guith'd from you but by toils, 
$:perior toils, and heavier weight of care! 
Painful pre- eminence! 

Seu. By heavens they droop! 

Contulion to the villains! all is loſt. [ Aſide. 

Car. Have you forgotten Libya's burning waſte, 

Its barren rocks, parch'd earth, and hills of ſand, 
Its tainted air, and all its broods of poiſon? 

Who was the firſt t' explore th” untrodden path, 
hen life was hazarded in every ſtep? 

Or, tainting in the long laborious march, 

When on the banks of an unlook d for ſtream 
You funk the river with repeated draughts, 

Who was the laſt in all your hoſt that thirſted? 

SEM. If ſome penurious ſource by chance appear d. 
Scanty of waters, when you ſcoop'd it dry, | 
And offer'd the full helmet up to Cato. 

Did he not daſh th" untaſted moiſture from him? 

Did he not lead you through the mid-day ſun, 

And clouds of duſt? did not his temples glow 

In the ſame ſultry winds and ſcorching heats? [Caefar 

Car. Hence, worthleſs men! hence! and complain to 
You could not undergo the toils of war, 

Nor bear the hardſhips that your leader bore. 

Luc. See, Cato, fee th' unhappy men! they weep! 
Fear, and remorſe, and ſorrow for their crime, 

Appear in every look, and plead for mercy. 

car. Learn to be honeſt men, give up your leaders, 
Aud pardon ſhall deſcend on all the reſt, 
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SEM. Cato, commit theſe wretches to my care. 
Firſt let 'em each be broken on the rack, 
Then, with what lite remains, impal'd, and left 
To writhe at Iciture round the bloody ſtake. 
There let 'em hang, and taint the ſouthern wind. 
The partners of their crime will learn obedience, 
When they look up and fee their tellow traitors 
Stuck on a fork, and blackening in the fun. 
Lu c. Sempronias, why, why wilt thou urge the fats 
Of wretched men? 


Lucius (good man) pities the poor offenders, 
That would imbrue their hands in Cato's e lood. 
Ca T. Frorbear, Sempronius!—ſee they ſuſſer death, 
But in their deaths remember they are men. 
Strain not the laws to make thcir tortures grievous. 
Lucius, the baſe degenerate age requires 
Severity, and juſtice in its riggur ; 
This awes an impious, bold, offending world, 
Commands obedicnce, and gives force to laws. 
When by juſt vengeance guilty mortals periſh, 
The Gods behold their puniſhment with pleaſure, 
And lay th” uplifted thunder-bolt aſide. 
SEM. Cato, I execute thy will with pleaſure. 
Car. Mean-while we'll ſacrifice to liberty. 
Remember, O my friends, the laws, the rights, 
The gen'rous plan of pow'r deliver'd down, 
From age to age, by your renown'd forefathers, 
(So dearly bought, the price of to much blood.) 
O let it never periſh in your hands 
But pioully tranſmit it to your children. 
Do thou, great Liberty, inſpire our ſouls, 
And make our lives in thy poſſeſſion happy, 
Or our deaths glorious in thy juſt defence. 


SEM. Huw! would'ſt thou clear rebelion! | 
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SCENE VI. 
sr MPRONIUS and the leaders of the mutiny. 


Lr AD ER. Sempronius, you have acted like yourſelf, 
Ine would have thought you had been halt in earneſt. 

Sew Villan, (ſtand off! bate groveling worthleſs wretches, 
Mongrils in faction, poor taint-hearted traitors! 

zLraDER. Nay, now you Carry it too far, Sempronius : 
Throw off the mask, there are none here but friends. 

Seu. Know, villains, when ſuch pa!try ſlaves preſume 
To mix in treaſon, it the plot ſucceeds, 
They're thrown neglected by: but if it fails, 
They're ſure ta dic like dogs, as you ſhall do. 
Here, take theſe faftivus monſters, drag em forth 
To fudden death. 

Enter Guards. 

1 LI AO ER. Nay, ſince it comes to this 

Seu. Diſpatch 'em quick, but firſt pluck out their tongues, 
Leſt with their dying breath they ſow ſedition. 


SCE WS VL 
SYPHAX and SEMPRONIUS. 


dv vH. Our firſt deſign, my friend, has prov'd abortive; 
still there remains an after game to play. 
My troops are mounted; their Numidian ſteeds 
Snuff up the wind, and long to ſcour the deſert : 
Let but Sempronius head us in our flight, 
We'll force the gate where Marcus keeps his guard, 
And hew down all that would oppoſe our paſſage. 
A day will bring us into Caeſar's camp. 
SEM. Confuſion! I have fail'd of half my purpoſe: 
Marcia, the charming Marcia's left behind ! - 
SY?H. How? will Sempronius turn a woman's ſlave! 
SEM. Think not thy friend can ever feel the ſoft 
3 Unmanly 
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Unmanly warmth, and tenderneſs of love. 
Syphax, I long to claſp that haughty maid, 
And bend her ſtubborn virtue to my p.fſion : 
When | have gone thus far, I'd ca(l her off. 
SY eH. Wellfaid' that's ſpoken like thyſelf, Sempraniu, 
What hinders then, but that thou find her out, 
And hurry her away by manly torce? 
Sr. But how to gain admiſſion ? for acceſs 
Is given to none but Juba, and her brothers. 
SY Þ H. Thou ſhalt have Juba's dreſs, and Juba's guards: 
The doors will open, when Numidia's prince 
Seems to appear be fore the ſlaves that watch them. [own! 
SEM. Heav'ns what a thought is there! Marcia's my 
How will my boſom ſell with anxious joy, 
When I behold her ſtruggling in my arms, 
With growing beauty, and diforder'd charms, 
While fear and anger with alternate grace, 
Pant in her breaſt, and vary in her face? 
So Pluto, fciz'd of Proſerpine, convey'd 
To hell's tremendous gloom th' affrighted maid, 
There grimly ſinil'd, pleas'd with the beauteous prize, 
Nor envy d Jove his ſun-ſhine and his skies. 


Act 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


Ipronius, LUCIA and MARCIA. 
| Lucia. 
| OW tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy foul, 
| | t thou believ'it 'tis poſſible for woman 
guard: To ſutſer greater ills than Lucia ſuffers? 


Mar. O Lucia! Lucia! might my big ſwoln heart 
Vent all its gricfs, and give a looſe to forrow : 
Marcia could anſwer thee in ſighs, keep pace 
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear. 
Luc. | know thou'rt doom'd alike, to be beloy'd 
By Juba, and thy father's friend Sempronius; 
But which of theſe has power to charm like Portius! | 
Max. Still muſt I beg thee nut to name Sempronius? 
Lucia, I like not that loud boiſterous man ; 
: Juba to all the bravery of a heroe 
Adds ſoftcit love, and more than female ſweetneſs: 
Juba might make the proudeſt of our ſex, 
| Any of woman kind, but Marcia, happy. : 
| Luc. And why not Marcia? come, you ſtrive in vain 
ACT To hide your thoughts from one who knows too well 
The inward glowings of a heart in love. 
Max. While Cato lives, his daughter has no right 
To love or hate, but as his choice directs. 
| Luc. But ſhould this father give you to Sempronius? 
| MR. I dare not think he will: but if he ſhould — 
Why wilt thou add to all the griefs I ſuffer 
Imaginary ills, and tancy'd tortures? 
I hear the ſound of feet! they march this way! 
Let us retire, and try if we can drown 
Each ſofter thought in ſenſe of preſent danger. 
Whea love once pleads admiſſion to our hearts 
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(In fpite of all the virtue we can boaſt) 
The woman that deliberates is loſt. 
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SCENE H. 


$EMPRONIVYS, dreſs'd lik- FJ. 34, with Numidian 
guards. 


SEM. The Deer is lodg d. I've track d her to her covert. | 
Be ſure you mind the word, and when I give it, | 
Ruſh in at once, and ſcize upon your prey. 

Let aot her cries or tears have torce to move you. 

— How will che young Numidian rave, to fee 

His miſtreſs loſt: it aught could glad my foul, 

Beyond th” enjoy ment of fo bright a prize, 

*T would be to torture that young gay Barbarian. 

But hark, what noite! death to my hopes! tis he, 

"Tis Juba's ſelf! there is but one way left 

He muſt be murder'd, and a paſſage cut 

Through thoſe his guards. —Hah, daſtards, do you tremble! 

Or act like men, or by yon azure heavn | 
Enter Ju BA. 

Ju B. What do I ſee? who's this that dares uſurp 
The guards and habit of Numidia's Prince ? 

SEM. One that was born to ſcourge thy arrogance, 
Preſumptuous youth! 

Jus. What can this mean? Sempronius! 

SEM. My ſword ſhall anſwer thee. Have at thy heart. 

Ju 8. Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbarous man! 

[Sempronius falls. His guards ſurrender. , 

Sem. Curſe on my ſtars! am I then doom d to fall 
By a boy's hand? disfigur'd in a vile ' 
Numidian dreſs, and for a worthleſs woman? 

Gods, I'm diſtracted! this my cloſe of lite! 

O for a peal of thunder that would make 

Earth, ſea, and air, and heav'n, and Cato tremble! [Dies. 
Jus. Wi who Sg ds Peters efron, 
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And left the limbs ſtill quivering on the ground! 
Hence let us carry off thoſe ſlaves to Cato, 
That we may there at length unravet all 


This dark deſign, this myitery of tate. 


SCENE III. 
Lucia, Mx ci4. 


Lv c. Sure twas the claſh of ſwords ; my troubled heart 

Is fo cit don, and funk amidſt its forrows, 
It throbs with fear, and akes at every found. 
O Marcia, ſhould thy brothers for my fake !— 

I dic away with horror at the thought. 

Mar. ce. Lucia, ſee! here's blood! here's blood and 
Hah' a Numidian! tleavens preſerve the prince: (murder! 
The face lies muffled up within the garment. 

But bah! death to my ſight! a diadem, 

And purple robes! O Gods! 'tis he, tis he! 
Juba, the los elieſt youth that ever warm'd 
A virgin's heart, Juba hes dead before us! 

Luc. Now Marcia, now call up to thy aſſiſtance 
Thy wonted (trengrh, and conſtancy of mind; 

Thou can{t not put it to a greater trial. 

Mar. Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience. 
Have | not cauſe to rave, and beat my breaſt, 

To rend my heart with grief and run diſtracted ! 

Luc. What can I think or ſay to give thee comfort 

Ma «. Talk not of comfort, tis tor lighter ills ; 
Bchold a fiyht, that ſtrikes all comfort dead. 

Enter Ju 84 liſtning. 
I will indulge my forrows, and give way 
To all the pangs and fury of deſpair; 
That man, that beſt of men, deſerv'd it from me. 

Ju. What do | hear? and was the falſe Sempronius 

That beſt of men? O had I fallen like him, 
Aud could have thus bcen mourn's, L had been happy! 
Le c. 


62 . 


Lu c. Here will | ſtand, companion in thy woes, Difzuis'« 
And help thee with my tears; when I behold | The tale 
A lots like thine, I half forget my own. | Thy fatl 

Man. Tis not in fate to eaſe my tortur'd breaſt. To leave 
This empty world, to me a joylcfs deſert, But flew 
Has nothing left to make poor Marcia happy. I tound 

Jos, I'm on the rack! was he fo near her heart? Am rapt 

Man. Oh he was all made up of love and charms. | Mas 
Whatever maid could wiſh, or man admire: | But mul 


Delight of every eye! when he appear'd, 
A ſecret pleaſure gladued all that faw him; 
But when he talk d, the proudeſt Roman bluſh'd 
To hear his virtues, and old-age grew wile. 
Jos. I thall run mad—— 
Max. O Juba! Juba! Juba! 
Jos. What means that voice! did ſhe not call on uta“ 
Mar. Why do I think on what he was he's dead! 
He's dead, and never knew how much I lov'd him. 
Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding heart, 
Amidſt its +gonies, remember d Marcia. 
And the laſt words he utter d call'd me cruel! 
Alas, he knew not, hapleſs youth, he knew not 
Marcia's whole foul was tull of love and Juba! 
Jos. Where am I! do | live! or am indeed 
What Maicia thinks! all is Elyſium round me! 
Mar. Ye dear remains of the moſt loy'd of men! | 
Nor modeſty nor virtue here forbid 
A lait embrace, while thus 
Jus. See, Marcia, fee. Throw ing himſelf before her. 
The happy Juba lives! he lives to catch | 
That dear embrace, and to return it too | 
With mutual warmth and eagerneſs of love. | | 
Mar. With pleafure and amaze, I ſtand tranſported! | 
Sure tis a dream! dead and alive at once! 
If thou art Juba, who lies there? 
Ju s. A wretch, 
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Diſguis d like Juba on a curs'd deſign. 
The tale is long, nor have I hear'd it out. 
Thy father Knows it all. I could not bear 
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death, 
But flew, in all the haſte of love, to find thee : 
I found thee weeping, and conteſs this once, 
Am rapt with joy to fee my Marcia's tears. 

Man. I've been ſurpris'd in an unguarded hour, 
But mult not now go back the love, that lay 
Half ſmother'd in my breaſt, has broke through all 
Its weak reſtraints, and burns in its tull luſtre, 
I cannot, if I would, conceal it from thee. 

Jr s. I'm loſt in ecſtacy ! and doſt thou love, 
Thou charming maid? 

Max. And doſt thou live to ask it? 

Jus. This, this is life indeed! life worth preſerving, 
Such lite as ſuba never felt till now! 

Man. Eclicve me, Prince, before I thought thee dead, 


1 dd not know myſelf how much | lov'd thee. 


Jr s. O fortunate miſtake! 

Max. O happy Marcia! 

Jv s. My joy! my beſt belov'd! my only wiſh! 
How (hall 1 ſpeak the tranſport of my ſoul! 

Max. Lucia, thy arm! Oh let me reſt upon it!— 
The vital blood, that had forſook my heart, 
Returns again in ſuch tumultuous tides. 
It quite o'crcomes me. Lead to my apartment 
O Prince" I bluſh to think what I have faid, 
But fate has wreſted the confeſſion from me; 
Go on, and proſper in the paths of honour, 
Thy virtue will excuſe my paſſion for thee, 
And make the Gods propitious to our love. 

Jus. I am fo bleſt, I fear tis all a dream. 
Fortune, thou now haſt made amends for all 
Thy paſt unkindneſs. I abſolve my ſtars. 
What though Numidia add her conquer'd towns 

| Aud 
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And provinces, to ſwell the victor's triumph! 
Juba will never at his fate repine; 


Let Cacſar have the world, if Marcia's mine. 


ren. 
A march at a diſtance. 


Caro and Lucius. 

Luc. I ſtand aſtoniſht! what, the bold Sempronius! 
That ſtill broke foFemoſt through the croud of patriots, 
As with a hurricane of zeal tranſported, 

And virtuous ev'n to madneſs —— 

Car. Truſt me, Lucius, 
Our civil diſcords have produc'd ſuch crimes, 
Such monſtrous crimes, I am ſurpris d at nothing. 
— 0 Lucius, I am ſick of this bad world! 
The day-light and the fun grow painful to me. 

| Enter PoaT1ivs. 

But ſee where Portius comes! what means this haſte? 
Why are thy looks thus chang'd? 

Por. My heart is griev'd. 
I bring ſuch news as will affſict my father. 

Car. Has Cacſar ſhed more Roman blood? 

Po Rx. Not fo. 
The traitor Syphax, as within the ſquare 
He exercis'd his troops, the ſignal given, 
Flew off at once with his Numidian horſe 
To the ſouth gate, here Marcus holds the watch; 
I ſaw and call'd to ſtop him, but in vain, | 
He toſt his arm aloft, and proudly told me, 
He would not ſtay and periſh like Sempronius. 

Car. Perſious men! but haſte, my ſon, and fee 
Thy brother Marcus acts a Roman's part. 
Lucius, the torrent bears too hard upon me: 
Juſtice gives way to force: the conquer d world 
Is Cacfar's: Cato has no buſineſs in it, 


| 


Exit Portis | 
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Lu c. While pride, oppreſſion, and injuſtice reign, 

The world will ſtill demand her Cato's preſence. 
In pity to mankind, ſubmit to Cacfar, 
And reconcile thy mighty foul to lite. 

Car. Would Lucius have me live to ſuell the number 
Of Cacſar's ſlaves, or by a baſe ſubmiſſion | 
Give up the cauſe of Rome, and own a tyrant? 

Luc. The victor never will impoſe on Cato 
Vngencrous terms. His enemies confeſs 
The virtues of kumznity are Cacfar's. 

Car. Curſe on his virtues! they've undone his country, 
duch popular humanity is treaſon-— 

But fee young Juba ! the god youth appears 
Full of the guilt of his perfidious ſuhjects. 
Luc. Alas, poor prince! his fate deſerves compaſſion. 
Enter JU BA. 

Jus. I bluth, and am confounded to appear 
Before thy preſence, Cato. 

CaT. What's thy crime : 

J- s. I'm a Numidian. 

Car. And a brave Gne too. 

Thou haſt a Roman ſoul. 
Tv n. Haſt thou not heard * 
Of my falte countrymen? 
Car. Alas, young prince, 
Felchood and fraud thoot up in every ſoil, 
The product of all climes—Kome has its Caciar- 

Jus. 'Tis gen'rous thus to comfort the diſtreſt. 

Car. 'Tis juſt to give applauſe where 'tis deſerv'd , 
Thy virtue, prince, has ſtood the teſt of fortune, 

Like pureſt gold, that, tortur'd in the furnace, 
Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its weight. 

Jr 3. What ſhall I anſwer thee? my raviſh'd heart 
T'erflows with ſecret joy: I'd rather gain 
Thy praife, O Cato, than Numid!a's empire. 

L Re-enter 
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PoR. Mi, fortune on misturtune! grief on Nici 
Mo brother Mucus— 

Cr. tiah' what has he done! 

Has he torfook his pult has be given way? 
Did he look tam«!y on, and let em paſs? 

Por. Scirce had | letr my father, but I met him 

Born on the mi s of his ſurviving ſoldiers, 
Breathlets and y ale, and cover'd o'er with wounds. 
Long, at the P. co: hi, tew taithtul tricnds, 
He ttood the thuck of « whole hott of toes; 
"Till ob{linately brave, and bent on death, 
Oppreit with muititudes, he greatly tell. 

Cir. I'm fati>ty'd. 

POR. Nor did he all before 


His ſword had pierc'd through the falſe heart of Syphar 


Yonder he lics. I few the hoary traitor. 
Crin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground. 


Car. Thanks to the Gods! my boy has done his d 


Portius, when lam dead, be ſure thou place 
His urn near mine. 

Pos. Long may they keep afunder ! 

Luc. O Cato, arm thy foul with all its patience; 
Te wiicre the corps of thy dead ton approaches! 
The citizens and fcnuturs, alarm'd, 

lave gatiicr'd round it, and attend it Weeping. 
Caro meeting the corps. 

Welcome my fon! here lay him down, my friends, 
Full in my fight, that I may view at leiſure 
The bloody corſe, and count thoſe glorious wounds. 
lo beautiful is death, when earn'd by virtue 
Who would not be that youth? what pity is it 
That we can dic but once to ſerve our country 
— Why fits this ſadneſs on your brows, my friends: 
I ſhould have bluſh'd if Cato's houſe had ſtood 
Secure, and flouriſh'd in a civil war. 
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—oettius, beboid thy brother, and remember 


Tiy te 15 not thy on, „hen Rome demands it. 


Js Vas Ever man like this! Aſide. 
Cit. Alas my fiicnds! 

iy mourn you tin * let not a priv te loſs 

AZ. your hearts Lis Rume requires our tears. 

The aiſtrebo of the world, the feat ur empire. 

The nurſe ot heroes, the delight of Gods, 

That kumblcd the proud tyrants of the carth, 

Ani ter the nation> tree, Rome is no more. 

0 erty! virtue! O my country 
Ja. hold that pri ght man! Rome fille His eyes 

Vith tears, that flo d not o'er lis own dead ion. (Ale. 
Car, V wer the Roman virtue has iuhJu'd, 


wen hole courte, the day and ycar, arc Caciar's. 
[ 


im the ſelt- devoted Decii dy'd, 
Ti: Fabii fell. and the great Scipio's conquer's : 
Eu Pompey fought tor Cacſar. Oh my triend<: 
Hr is the toil ot tate, the work of ages, 
Ine Roman empire fallen! O curſt ambition! 
tin into Cacfar's hands! dur gat forefathers 
Had lert him mought to conquer but his country. 
* While Cato lives, Cacſar will bluſh to ſce 
MuK nd entlav'd, and be athim'd of empire. 
Cir. Caitar athim'd! has nat he feen Pharſalia? 
Luc, Cato, tis time thou fave thy ſelt and us. 
Cir Lote not a thomght o mac, i'm out of danget 
Heav'n wi lnot leave me in the victor's hand. 
Caetar thll never ay | conquer'd Cato. 
but ol. my tricnds, your talety fils my heart 
With anxious thoughts: a thontand f:cret terrors 
Rate in my foul: how ſhall « fa e my riends! 
Tis now, O C.ef:r, | be gin to tear nee. 
Luc. Cacfar has mercy, if we ask it of him. 
Car. Then kit. conj ure you let him Kaow 
Whatc'er was donc agaurlt him, Cato did it. 
E 3 Ada, 
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Add. if you pleatc, that I requeſt it of him, 

The virtue ot my triends way pats unpuniſh's, 
Juba, my heart is troubled tor thy fake. 


SI ld T advite thee to regain Numidia, 


Or feck the conqueror 

Jos. If | tortake thee 
Vhilit 1 have lite, may Heav'n abandon Tuba! 

Car. Thy virtues, prince, it | toreſee aright, 
Will one day wake thee great; at Rome, hereatter, 
"Twill be no crime to have been Cato's triend. | 
Portius, draw ner my on, thou oft has ſeen 
Thy fire engag'd in a corrupted ſtate, 

V reftling with vice and faction : now thou ſeeſt me 
Spent, overpower'd, deſpairing of ſucceſs: 

Let me adviſe thee to retreat betimes 

To thy paternal ſeat, the Sabine field, 

Where the great Cenfor toil'd with his own hands, 
And all our trugal anceſtors were bleſt 

In humble virtues, and a rural life. 

There live retir'd, pray for the peace of Rome; 
Content thyſelt to be obſc rely good. 

When vice prevails, and impious men bear ſway, 
The poſt of honour is a private ſtation. | 

Por. I hope, my father does nut recommend | 
A life to Portius, that he ſcorns himſelf. 

Car. Farewel, my friends! if there be any of 
Who dare not truſt che victor's clemency, | 
Know, there are ſhips prepar'd by my command, 
(Their fails already opening to the winds) 

That ſhall convey yon to the wiſht-for port. 

Is there aught clic, my friends, I can do for you? 

The conqueror draws near. Once more farewel! 

If c'er we meet hereafter, we {hall meet 

In happier clim-s, aud on a ſater ſhore, | 

Where Cacfar never ſhall approach us more, 0 | 
a 
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Pointing to his dead fon. 
There the brave youth, with love of virtuc fir'd 
Vo greatly in his country's caute cxpir'd, * 


L know he conquer d. The firm pattiot there 
ho made the welture of mankin\ his care) 
Tio" till, by taction, vic-, and fortune, crolt, 

' Null nnd the gen'rous labour was not lot. 


2 ACT 


iu 


Ky 
„ 


aCTT-Y, SCEWEL 

Caro ſolus, fitting in a thoughtful poſture : in his ha; 
PI t's book on the immortality of the foul. A dra 
fword on the table by him. 


T muſt be fo —— Plato, thou reaſon'ſt well! — 
lic whence this pleafing hope, this fond defire, 
This lon ing ter ia mortality? 
Or whence this ſecret dread, and inward horror, 
Or falling into nought + why ſhrinks the foul, 
Back on kerſc!t, and ſtartles at deſtruction? 
Tis the divinity that {ths within us; 
'Tis Heav'n itfelt that points out an hereafter, 
And intimates eternity to man. 
Eternity! thou pleaſing, dreadful. thought! s 
Through what variety of untry'd being, 
Through u hat new ſcenes and changes muſt we paſs! 
The wide, th' unbounded proſpect lies betore me? 
But ſhadows, clouds, and darkneſs, reſt upon it. 
Here will | hold. If there's a power abo e us, 
(And that there is all nature cries aloud 
71 hrough all her works) he muſt delight in virtue; 
And that which he delights in muſt be happy. 
But when' or where!— This world was made for Caeſu. 
I'm weary of cunjectures - I his muſt end 'em. 
[Laying his hand on his ſwat 
Thus I am doubly arm'd: my death and life, 
My bane and autidote are both betore me: 
This in a moment brings me to an end; 
But this intorms me I ſhall never die. 
The foul, fecur'd in her exiſtence, ſmiles 
At the drawn dagger, and defis its point. 
The ſtars ſhall fade away, the fun himſelf 
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Crow dim with age, and nature fink in years; 
But thou (halt flouriſh in immortal youth, 
Unhurt amidit the war of elements, 
The wrecks of matter, and the cruſh of worlds. 
V hat means this heœavineſs that hangs upon me? 
This lethargy that creeps through all my ſenſes? 
Nature opprets'd, and harraſꝰ d out with care, 
Sinks down to reſt. This once I'll favour her, 
That my awaken'd foul may take her fight. 
Renew'd in all her ſtrength, and freſh with life, 
An offering fit for Heaven. Let guilt or fear 
Diſturb man's reſt - Cato knows neither of 'em, 
Indifferent in his choice to fleep or die. 


SCREENS KD 
Caro, Poris. 


Car. But hah! how's this, my ſon ? why this intruſion ? 
Were not my orders that I would be private? 
Why am I difobey'd? 
Por. Alas, my father! 
What means this ſword ? this inſtrument of death? 
Let me convey it hence! - 
CaT. Raſh youth, forbear ! 
Por. O let the prayers, th” intreaties of your friends, 


" Their tears, their common danger, wreſt it from you. [up 


Car. Would'ſt thou betray me? would'ſt thou give me 
A flave, a captive into Caeſar's hands? 
Retire, and learn obedience to thy father, 
Ur know, young man! 
o x. Look not thus ſternly on me; 
You know I'd rather die than diſobey you. 
Car. 'Tis well! again I'm maſter of myſelf. 
Now, Caefar, let thy troops beſet our gates, 
And bar each avenue, thy gathering ficets 
O'erſpread the ſea, and ſtop up every port; 
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Cato ſhall open to himſelf a paſſage, 
And mock thy hopes — 
on O Sir, torgive your ſon, 
Vhote grief hangs heavy on him! O my father 
How am ] ſure it is not the Lift time 
I e* shall call you to! be not diſpleaſed, 
O' be not irgry with ine whillt I weep, 
Ang, in the anguith ot my heart, befeech you 
To quit the Jre..dtel purpotc of your foul! 
Car. Tlou ht been ever good and dutiſul. 
| [ Embracing him 
Weep not, my m All will be well again. 
The rinhtcous Golds, whom I have ſought to pleaſe, 
Wi tuccour Cato, and preſerve his children. 
Por. Your words give comfort to my drooping heart, 
Car. Portius, tou may'ſt rely upon my conduct. 
Thy father will not act what misbecomes him. 
But go, my fon, and fee if aught be wanting 
Among thy father's friends; fee them embarked; 
And tell me it the winds and ſeas befriend them. 
My foul is quite weigh'd down with care, and asks 
Ihe foft retrethment of a moment's ſicep. 
Po x. My thoughts are more at eaſe, my heart revives. 


SCHEMES 20 
Poros and MaRc14. 


Por. O Marcia, O my ſiſter, ſtill there's hope! 
Our father will not caſt away a life 
So need; ul to us all, and to his country. 
He is retir d tv teſt, and ſcems to cheriſh 
Thoughts full of peace. He has diſpatch'd me hence 
With orders. that befpeak a mind compoitd, 
And (tud:ous for the ſafety of his triends. 
Marcia, take care that none diſturb his ſlumbers. 
Max. O ye immortal powers, that guard the juſt, 
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Watch round his couch, and ſoften his repoſe, 


Banith his ſorrows, and becalm his foul 
With caſy dreams; remember al! his virtues! 
And how mankind that goodneſs is your care. 


SCENE V. 
Luct4a and Marcia. 


Luc. Where is your father, Marcia, where is Cato* 
Max. Lucia, ſpeak low, he is rctir'd to reſt. 
Lucia, I fecl a gently-Jawning hope 
Riſe in my foul. We thall be happy (FI. 
Luc. Alas, I tremble when I think on Cato, 
In every view, in every thought I tremble! 
Cato is ſtern, and awtul as a god; 
He knows not how to wink at human frailty, 
Or pardon weakneſs that he never felt. 
Max. Though ſtern and aw ful to the foes of Rome, 
He is ll goodneſs, Lucia, always mild, 
Compaſſionate, and gentle to his friends. 
Fill'd with domeſtic tenderneſs, the beſt, 
The kindeſt father! I have ever found him 
Eafy, and good, and bounteous to my wiſhes. 
Luc. * Tis his conſent alone can make us bleſt. 
Marcia, we both are equaliy involv'd 
In the ſame intricate, perplext, diſtreſs. 
The cruel hand of fate, that has deſtroy'd 
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament 
Max. And ever ſhill lament, unhappy youth ! 
Luc. Has ſet my ſoul at large, and now I ſtand 
Looſe of my vow. But who knows Cato's thoughts? 
V bo k::ows how yet he may diſpoſe of rortius, 
Or how he has determin'd of thyſc lt 
Max. Let him bat live! commit the reſt to Heaven. 
Enter Lucius. 8 
Lu c. Sweet are the flumbers of the virtuous man 
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O Marcia, I have ſeen thy godlike father : 


Some power inv iſible fupports his foul, 

And bears it up in all its wonted preatneſs. 

A kind retrcthing fleep is tallen upon him: 

I ſaw him ilretcht at eaſc, his fancy loſt 

In pleuſing dreams; as l drew near his couch, 

He iſmil'd, and cry'd, Cactar thou canſt not hurt me. 
Mak His mind {til Lobours with fome dreadful thought. 
Luc. Luci, why all this grict, theſe floods of ſorrow? 

Dry up thy tears, my child. we are all fate 

While Cato lives —his preſence will protect us. 

Enter Ju BA. 
Jus. Lucius, the horſemen are return'd from viewing 

The number, (trength, and poſture of our toes, 

Who now encamp within a thort hour's march. 

On the high point of yon bright weſtern tower 

We ken them from atar, the fetting ſun 

Plays on their ſhining arms and burniſh'd helmets, 

And covers all the field with gleams of fire. 

Luc. Marcia, tis time we ſhould awake thy father: 

Caeſar is ſtill diſpos d to give us terms, 

And waits at diſtance 'till he hears from Cato. 

Enter Por Tus. 
Portius, thy looks ſpeak ſmewhat of importance. 

What tidings doſt thou bring? methinks I ſee 

Unuſual gladneſs ſparkling in thy eyes. 

Por. As I wis haſting to the port, where now 

My father's friends, impatient for a paſſage, 

Accuſe the lingring winds, a ſail arrived 

From Pompey's fon, who through the realms of Spain 

Calls out for vengeance on his tather's death, 

And rouſes the whole nation up to arms. 

| Were Cato at their head, once more might Rome 

Aſſert her right, and claim her liberty. 

But hark! what means that groan! O give me way, 

And let me fly into my father”; preſence. 
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Lu e. Cato, amidit his flumbers, thinks on Rome, 
And in the wild diforder of his foul 
rns o'er his country, —hah! a ſecond groan!— 
Heaven guar us all — 
M1n Alas, tis not the voice 
OF one who fl-ep3 ' *tis agonizing pain, 
'Tis death is in that found — 
Enter Poros. 
Por. O foht of woe! 
o Marcia, what we fear'd is come to paſs! 
Cuto is fallen upon his ſword — 
Luc. O Portius, 
Hide all the horrors of thy mournful tale, 
And let us gueſs the reſt. 
Po a. I've rais'd him up, 
And plac'd him in his chair, where pale, and faint, 
He gaſps for breath, and, as his life lows from him, 
Demands to ſee his friends. His ſervants weeping, 
Obſcquious to his orders, bear him hither. 
| [The back ſcene opens, and diſcovers Cato. 
Mar. O Heav'n aſſiſt me in this dreadful hour 
To pay the laſt fad duties to my father, 
Jus. Theæſe are thy triumphs, thy exploits, O Cacfar! 
Luc. Now is Rome fallen indeed! | 
Cato brought forward in his Chair. 
Car. Here ſet me down— 
Portius come near me are my friends embark d? 
| Can any thing be thought of for their ſervice? 
Whilſt 1 yet live, let me not live in vain. 
O Lucius, art thou here? - thou art too good! 
Let thus our friendſhip live between our children; 
Make Portius happy in thy daughter Lucia. 

Alas poor man, he weeps! Marcia, my daughter 
O bend me forward! Juba loves thee, Marcia. 
| A ſenator of Rome, while Rome ſurviv'd, 

ER Would not have match'd his daughter with a king, 
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But Caeſar's arms have thrown down all diſtinction; 
Whoe'er is brave and virtuous, is a Roman. 
— I'm ſick to death —Oh when ſhall I get looſe 
From this vain world, th* abode of guilt and ſorrow! 
— And yet methinks a beam of light breaks in 
On my departing foul. Alas, I fear 
I've been too haſty. O ye powers, that ſearch 
The heart of man, and weigh his inmoſt thoughts, 
If I have done amiſs, impute it not! 
The belt may err, but you are good, and oh! (Dies. 
Lo c. There fled the greateſt foul that ever warm d 
A Roman breaſt; O Cato! O my triend! 
Thy will ſhall be religiouſly obterv d. 
But let us bear this awful corps to Caeſar, 
Aud lay it in his fight, that it may ſtand 
A fence betwixt us and the victor's wrath ; 
Cato, tho” dead, ſhall ſtill protect his friends. 
From hence, let fierce contending nations know 
What dire effects trom civil diſcord flow. 
'Tis this that ſhakes our country with alarms, 
And gives up Rome a prey to Roman arms, 
Produces fraud, and cruclty, and ſtrife, 
And robs the guilty worid of Cato's lite. 


EPC. 


EPILOGUE 


By Dr. GAR T I. 


ToOKkrx BY Mas. PORTER. 


| \ HAT odd fantaitic things we women do! 
Dies, io wou'd not liſten when young lovers woo ? 
4 But die a maid, yet have the choice of two 
| 


Ladies are often crucl to their coi? ; 
To give you pain, themſelves they puniſh moſt. 
Vows of virginity ſhould well be weigh'd; 
Loo oft they are can cell d, tho” in convents made. 
euld you revenge ſuch rath reſolves ou may 
Be ſpitetul and believe the thing we ſay; 
We hate you when you're eaſily faid nay. 
How needlefs, if you knew us, were your fears? 
Let love have eyes, and beat ty will have ears. 
Our hearts are form'd as you yourſclves would chaſe 
Too proud to ask, too hum bie to refuſe 
We give to merit, and to wealth we fell; 
He ſighs with moſt ſucceſs that ſettles well. 
The woes of wedlock with the joys we mix; 
Ph Tis beſt repenting in a coach and ſix. 
Blame not our conduct, ſince we but purſue 
Thoſe lively lefons we have learn'd from you: 
| z our breaſts no more the fire of beauty warms, 

But wicked wezlth uſurps the power of charms ; 
What pains to get the gaudy thing you hate! 
To ſwell in ſhow, and be a wretch in ſtate? 
At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow; 
Even churches are no ſanctuaries now: 
There, golden idols all your vows receive. 
He is no goddeſs that has nought to give. 
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Oh, may once more the happy age appear, 


When words were artlets, and the thou -lits ſincere . 
CE: 1 


When gold ard grandeur were uncnwy things, 
And courts |: fs covetcd than groves ar d fprings, 
Love then ſhall only mourn «ken truth con plains 
And conttancy feel tranſport in its ch: ins. 

Sighs with ſueceſs their own tot anyguith tell, 

And eyes ſhall utter what the lips concual; 

Virtue again to its bright ſtation climb, 

And beauty fear no enemy but time; 

The fair thall liſten to deſert alone. 

Aud every Lucia find a Cato's fon. 
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THE 


PREFACE: 


AVING recommended this Play to the 

Town, and delivered the copy of it to the 

bookſeller, I think myſelf obliged to give ſome ac- 
count of it, 


It had been ſome years in the hands of the Au- 
thor, and falling under my peruſal, 1 thought ſo well 
of it, that I perſuaded him to make ſome additions 
and alterations to it, and let it appear upon the 
ſtage. I own I was very highly pleaſed with it, and 
lik d it the better, for the want of thoſe ſtudied fimi- 
es and repartees which we, who have writ before 
tim, have thrown into our Plays, to indulge and 
uin pon a falſe taſte that has prevailed for many 
years in the Britiſh Theatre. I believe the Author 
would have condeſcended to fall into this way a lit- 
tl» more than he has, had he before the writing of 
i: been often preſent at theatrical repreſentations. 
as confirmed in my thoughts of the Play, by the 
opinion of better judges to whom it was commu- 
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nicated, who obſerved that the ſcenes were drawn 
after Moliere's manner, and that an eaſy and natu- 
ral vein of humour ran through the whole. 


I do not queſtion but the reader will diſcover 
this, and ſee many beauties that eſcaped the audi- 
ence; the touches being too delicate for every taſte 
in a popular aſſembly. ly brother-ſharers were of 
opinion, at the firſt reading of it, that it was like 2 
picture in which the ſtrokes were not ſtrong enough 
to appear at a diſtance. As it is not in the common 
way of writing, the approbation was at firſt doubt- 
ful, but has riſen every time it has been acted, and 
has given an opportunity in ſeveral of its parts for 
as juſt and good action as ever I ſaw on the ſtage. 


The reader will conſider that I ſpeak here, not as 
the author, but as the patentee. Which is, perhaps, 
the reaſon why I am not diffuſe in the praiſes of the 
play, leſt I ſhould feem like a man who cries up his 
own wares only to draw in cuſtomers. 


RICHARD STEELE. 
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this grave age, when Comedies ate few, 

V e crave your patronage tor one that's neu, 
Ih 'twere poor (tuff, yet bid the author fair. 
And let the ſcarcenels recommend the ware. 
Long have your ears been fil. 'd with tragic parts, 


Blood and blank-verſe have harden's all your hearts, 


It cer you ſmile, 'tis at ſome party-ſtrokes, 
Round-heads and Wooden-ſhoes are ſtanding jokes; 
The ſame conceit gives claps and hiſſes birth, 
You're grown ſuch politicians in your mirth ! 
For once we try (tho' 'tis I own unſafe,) 
To pleaſe you all, and make both partics laugh. 
Our author, anxious for his fame to-night, 
And baſhful in his firſt attempt to write, 
Lies cautiouſly obſcure and un-reveal'd, 
Like antient actors in a maſk conceal'd. 
Cenſure, when no man knows who writes the play, 
Were much good malice merely thrown away. 
The mighty critics will not blaſt, for ſhame, 
A raw young thing, who dares not tell his name: 
Good-natur'd judges will th* un-known defend, 
And fear to blame, leſt they ſhou'd hurt a friend: 
Fach Wit may praiſe it, for his own dear ſake, 
And hint he writ it, if the thing ſhou d take. 
But if you're rough, and uſe him like a dog, 
Depend upon it — He'll remain incog. 
If you ſhou'd hiſs, he ſu cars he'll hifs as high, 
And, like a Culprit, join the hue-and-cry. 
If cruel men are ſtill averſe to ſpare 
Theſe ſcenes, they fly for refuge to the Fair. 
Tho' with a ghoſt our comedy be heighten'd, 
Ladies, upon my word, you ſhan t be freigaten'd; 
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O *tis a ghoſt that ſcorns to be uncl vil, 

A well - ſpread, luſty, jointurc-hunting devil; 

An am'rous ghoſt, that's faithful, fond and true, 
Made up of fleſh and blood —as much as you. 
Then every evening come in flocks, undaunted, 
We never think this houſc is too much taunted, 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


Six George Truman, Mr. Wilks. 
Tiaſel, Mr. Cibber. 
Fantome the Drummer, Mr. Mills. 


Vellum, Sir George Truman's Steward, Mr. Johnſon, 


Butler, | Mr. Penkethman. 
Coachman, Mr. Miller, 
Gardiner, Mr. Norris. 
Lady Truman, Mrs. Oldfield 
Abigal, Mrs. Saunders. 
THE 
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ACT 1 SCENE I. / 
A Great Hall. 
Enter the Butler, Coachman, and Gardiner. 


BurLER. HERE came another coach to-town laſt 
night, that brought a gentleman to en- 


ſpirit will bring a power of cuſtom to the George 
If ſo be he continues his pranks, I deſign to fell a pot of 
ae, and ſet up the ſign of the Drum. 

Co acHMAR. I'll give madam warning, that's flat 
I've always liv'd in ſober families. I'll not diſparage my- 
ſelf to be a ſervant in a houſe that is haunted. 

GarDiNes. I'll e'n marry Nell, and rent a bit of 
ground of my own, if both of you leave madam ; not but 
that madam's a very good woman if Mrs Abigal did 
not ſpoil her-———come, here's her health. 

Burr. It's a very hard thing to be a butler in a houſe, 
that is difturb'd. He made ſuch a racket in the cellar laſt 
night, that I'm afraid he'll four all the bear in my barrels. 

Coacrm. Why then, John, we ought to take it off as 
faſt as we can. Here's to you—He rattled ſo loud under 

A 4 | the 
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the tiles laſt night, that I verily thought the houſe wor'l 
have fallen over our heads. I durſt not go up into the 
cock-loft this morning, if I had not got one of the maids 
to go along with me. 

GAR. I thought I heard him in one of my bed. pot, 
l marvel, John, how he gets into the houſe when all 
the gates are ſhut. 

Bu 71. Viy look ye, Peter, your ſpirit ul creep you 
into an augre-hole: he 'I whiſk you through a key. 
hole, without ſ much as juſtling againit one of the wats. 

Coca. Poor madam is mainly frighted that's cer- 

tain, and veri! 7 believes 'tis my matter that was kill'd n 
the lait campaign. 
Bort. Out of all manner of queſtion, Robin, tis Sir 
George. Mrs. Abig al is of opinion it can be none but hi, 
honour; he always lov'd the wars, and you know was 
mightily pleas'd from a child with the muſic of a drum. 

GARD. I wonder his body was never found af er the 
battle. 

PrTi.. Found! Why, you fool, is not his body herc 
about the houſe? Doſt thou think he can beat his drum 
without hands and arms? 

Coacrvw. 'Tis maſter as ſure as I ſtund here alive, 
and I vcry bclicve I ſaw him laſt night in the town-clole. 

GARD. Ay! how did he appear? 

CoacHv. Like a white horſe. 

BUT. Pho, Robin, I tell ye he has never appear'd) yet 
but in the ſnape of the ſound of a drum. 

Co cu. This makes one almoſt afraid of one's own 
ſhadow. As | was walking from the ſtable t'other night 
without my lanthorn, | fell a-crofs a beam, that lay in my 
way, and taith my heart was in my mouta — I thoug''t 
F had (tumbled over a fpirit. 

Br TI. Thou might'ft as well have ſtumbled over 4 
ftraw ; wh a ſpirit is ſuch a little little thing, that l have 
heard 2 man, who was a great ſcholar, lay, that he Il cance 
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2» Lancaſhire horn-pipe upon the point of a needle 
As I fat in the pantry laſt night counting my ſpoons, the 
candle methought burnt blue, and the ſpay d bitch look d 
as if (he ſaw ſomething. 

Coxcto. Ay poor cur, ſhe's almeſt frighten'd ont of 
her wits. 

CAR. Ay 1 warrant ye, ſhe kears him many a time 
and often when we don't. 

BuT1. My lady muſt have him laid, that's certain, 
whatever it cult her. 

G48D. I fancy when one goes to market, one might 
hear of ſomeb dy that can make a ſpell. 

Coach. M hy may not the parſon of our pariſh lay 


im: 


BU TL. No, no, no, our parſon cannot lay him. 

CoacrmM. Why not he as well as another man? 

BuTL. Why, ye fol, he is not qualified he has not 
taken the o1ths. 

Gard. Why, d'ye think John, that the ſpirit wou'd 
take the law of him: faith, I cou'd tell you one way to 
drive him off. 

Coach. How's that? | 

GaRD. Til tell you immediately [drinks] — I fancy 
Mrs. Abigal might ſcold him out of the houſe. 

Coac HM. Ay, ſhe bas a tongue that would drown his 
drum, if any thing cou'd. 

Burt. Pugh, this is all froth! you underſtand nothing 
of the matter the next time it makes a noiſe, I'll tell 
you what ought to be done I wou'd have the ſteward 
tp.ak Latin to it. 

Coacunn. Ay, that wou'd do, if the ſteward had but 
courage. 

Gan. There you have it. He's a fearful man. If I 
bad as much learning as he, and I met the ghoſt, I'd tell 
him his own! bu: alack what can one of us poor men do 
with a ſpirit, that can neither write nor read? 

BuTL 
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Burr. Thou art always cracking and boaſting, Peter; 
thou doſt not know what miſchief it might do thee, if 
ſuch a hilly dog as thee ſhould offer to ſpeak to it. For 
ought I know, he might flea thee alive, and make parch- 
ment of thy ſkin to cover his drum with. 

GD. Afiddleſtick! tell not me I fear nothing; 
not I! I never did harm in my life, I never committed 
murder. 

Burr. I verily believe thee, keep thy temper, Peter, 
after ſupper we'll drink each of us a double mug, and then 
let come what will. 

GARD. Why that's well faid, John, an honeſt man 
that is not quite ſober, has nothing to fear ——Here's to 
ye—why how if he ſhou'd come this minute, here wou'd 
I ſtand. Hah! what noiſe is that? 

BuTL. and Coacnm. Ha! where? 

Gard. The devil! the devil! Oh no, tis Mrs. Abigal. 

BuTL. Ay, faith! tis ſhe; tis Mrs Abigal! a good miſ- 
take! tis Mrs. Abigal. 


Enter ABIG AL. 


A518. Here are your drunken ſots for you! Is this a 
time to be guzzling, when gentry are come to the houſe! 
why don't you lay your cloth? How come you out of the 
ſtables? Why are not you at work in your garden? 

GARD. Why, yonder's the fine Londoner and Madam 
fetching a walk together, and methought they look d as 
if they ſhou'd fay they had rather have my room than my 
company. 

BuTL. And fo forſooth being all three met together, 
we are doing our endeavours to drink this ſame drummer 
out of our heads. 

GARD. For you muſt know, Mrs. Abigal, we are all 
of opinion that one can't be a match for him, unleſs one 
be as drunk as a drum. 


Coackx. 
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Coacnn. I am reſolved to give Madam warning to 
hire herſelf another coachman; for I came to ſerve my 
Maſter, d'ye ſee, while he was alive, but do ſuppoſe that 
he has no farther occaſion for a coach, now he walks. 

Burt. Truly, Mrs. Abigal, I muſt needs ſay, that this 
ſame ſpirit is a very odd fort of a body. after all, to fright 
Madam and his old ſervants at this rate. 

Gard. And truly, Mrs. Abigal, I muſt needs fay, I 
ſerv'd my maſter contentedly, while he was living; but I 
will ſerve no man living, (that is, no man that is not li- 
ving) without double wages. 

Ast. Ay, tis ſuch cowards as you that go about with 
idle ſtories to diſgrace the houſe, and bring ſo many ſtran- 
gets about it; you firſt frighten yourſelves, and then your 
neighbours. 

Gard. Frighten'd? I feorn your words. Frighten d 
quoth-a! 

AAL. What you fot! are you grown pot-valiant ? 

Gard. Frighten'd with a drum! that's a good one! it 
will do us no harm, I'll anſwer for it. It will bring no 
bloodſhed along with it, take my word. It ſounds as Lke 
« train-band drum as ever I heard in my life. 

Burr. Pr'ythee, Peter, don't be ſo preſumptuous. 

AZ1GaL. Well, theſe drunken rogues take it as I could 
wiſh, [ Aſide. 

GARD. I ſcorn to be frightned, now I'm in for't; if 
ol! Dub-a-dub ſhould come into the room, I wou'd take 
him 

BUTL. Pr'ythee hold thy tongue. 
Gard. I wou'd take him 
[ The drum beats, the gardizer 
endeavours to get off, and falls. 
BTL. and Cox cnn. Speak to it, Mrs. Abigal. 
Cand. Spare my life, and take all I have. 
Coch. Make off, make off, good Butler, and let us 
go hide ourſelves in the cellar. [Theyall run of. 
AB1GAaL 
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Asta. fola. 

Arte. So, now the coaſt is clear, I may venture to call 
out my Drummer - But firſt let me thut the door, leſt 
we be ſurpriz d. Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fantome! [ He beats.] 
Nay, nay, pray come out, the enemy's fied — I muſt 
fpeak with you immediately —don't (tay to beat a parley. 

[The back ſcene opens, and diſcovers 
Phantome with a drum. 

FaxT. Dear Mrs. Nabby, I have overheard all that 
has been ſaid, and find thou haſt managed this thing ſo well, 
that I could take thee in my arms, and kiſs thee—if my 
drum did not ſtand in my way. 

Asta. Well, O'“ my conſcience, you are the merrieſt 
ghoſt! and the very picture of Sir George Truman. 

Fax r. There you flatter me, Mrs. Abigal : Sir George 
had that freſhneſs in bis looks, that we men of the town 
cannot come up to. 

Asie. Oh! death may have alter'd you, you know 
beſides, you mult conſider, you loſt a great deal of blood 
in the battle. 

FaxT. Ay, that's right; let me look never ſo pale, 
this cut croſs my forehead will keep me in countenance. 

Ast. Tis juſt ſuch a one as my maſter receiv'd from 
a curſed French trooper, as my lady's letter inform'd her. 

Fax r. It happens luckily that this ſuit of cloaths of 
Sir George's fits me ſo well I think I cant fail hitting 
the a'r of a man with whom I was ſo long acquainted. 

Asta. You are the very man——1 vow I almolt itart 
when I look upon you. 

FaxT. But what good will this do me, if I muſt re- 
main inviſible? 

Asi. Pray what good did your being viſible do you: 
The fair Mr. Fantome thought no woman cou'd with- 
ſtand him But when you were ſcen by my lady in your 
proper perſon, after ſhe had taken a full ſurvey of you, 
and heard all the pretty things you cou'd ſay, ſhe - 

civily 
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dvily diſmiſs'd you for the ſake of this empty, noiſy 
creature Tinſel. She fancies you have been gone from 
hence this fortn ght. 

FAN T. Why :eally I love thy lady fo well, that tho? 
I had no hopes of gaining her for myſelf, I cou'd not bear 
to lee her given to another, eſpecially ſuch a wretch as 
Tinſel. 

Art. Well, tell me truly, Mr. Fantome, have you 
not a great opinion of my fidelity to my dear lady, that I 
would not ſuſſer her to be deluded in this manner, for leſs 
than a thouſand pound? 

FaxT. Thou art always remembring me of my pro- 
miſe—thou ſhalt have it, if thou canſt bring our project 
to bear; doſt not know that ſtories of ghoſts and appariti- 
ons gencrally end in a pot of money ? 

Asi. Why, truly now Mr. Fantome, I ſhou'd think 
myſelf a very bad woman, if 1 had done what "_ for a 
farthing leſs. 

FaxT. Dear Abigal, how I admire thy A 

A316. No, no, Mr. Fantome, I defy the worſt of my 
enemies to ſay I love miſchief for miſchief ſake. 

FANT. But is thy lady perſuaded that I am the ghoſt 
of her deceaſed husband? 

Asi. I endeavour to make her believe fo, and tell her 
every time your drum rattles, that her huſband is chiding 
her for entertaining this new lover. 

Fax. Pr'ythee make uſe of all thy art, for I am tir'd 
to death with ſtrowling round this wide old houſe like a 
rat behind a wainſcot. 

Asi. Did not I tell you, 'twas the pureſt place in the 
world for you to play your tricks in? there's none of the 
family that knows every hole and corner in it, beſides 
myſelf. | 

FaxT. Ah Mrs. Abigal! you have had your intrigues 


hats. 
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Arto. For you muſt know, when I was a romping 
young girl, I was a mighty lover of hide and cet. 

FaxT. I believe, by this time, I am as well acquainted 
with the houſe as yourſelf. 

And. You are very much miſtaken, Mr. Fantome but 
no matter for that; here is to be your (tation to- night. 
This is the place unknown to any one living - beſides 
myſelf, ſince the death of the Joiner; who, you muſt un- 
deritand, being a lover of mine, contriv d the wainſcot to 
move to and fro, in the manner that you find it. 1 dH 
it for a wardrobe for my Lady's caſt-cloaths. Oh tlic ſto- 
machers, ſtays, petticoats, commodes, laced ſhews, and 
good things that I have hadin it- pray take care you 
don't break the cherry-brandy bottle thatſtands up in the 
corner. - 

FaxT. Well, Mrs. Abigal, I hire your cloſet of you 
but for this one night—a thouſand pound you know a 
very good rent. 

Ass. Well, get you gone; you have ſuch a way with 
you, there's no denying you any thing | 

FaxT. I'm a thinking how Tinſel will ſtare when he 
ſees me come out of the wall: for I'm reſoly'd to make 
my appearance to-night. 

Az16. Get you in, get you in, my Lady's at the door. 

FANT. Pray take care ſhe does not keep me up ſo late as 
ſhe did laſt night, or depend upon it I'll beat the Tattoo. 

Aste. I'm undone! I'm undone [Ai be is going in. 
Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fantome, you have put the thouſand 
pound bond into my brother's hands. 

FanT. Thou ſhalt have it, I tell thee, thou ſhalt have 
it [ Fantome goes in. 


ABG. No more words —vyaniſh, yanilh. 


Enter L ADY. 
Az1c. [opening the door.) Oh, dear Madam, was it you 
that made ſuch a knocking ? my heart does ſo beat 
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— frighted me ts draed—I thought verily 

been the Drummer. | 

P — have been ſho ing the garden to Mr. ko 
he's moſt inſufferably witty upon us about the ſtory 

— Indeed, Madam, he's a very looſe man? I'm a- 


raid tis he that hinders my poor maſter from reſting in 


Lern Well! a Ini ch «noe in th coun: 
that I am reſolved to divert myſelf a day or two 
r omte, OY 
090; 20h. PO 00. TU VU > ar. 
houſe as ſoon as ever this creature was admitted as 
All the while Wr. Fantome made his addreſſes 
Si Gwe vices and Mtg Þ tc Rally a 
to be 
| Livy. Thi gage as ome deg upon we, mor 
than I can yet diſcover. ¶ aſide. Mr. Fantome v 
favourite. 
— bee yours 00 by my con: 
feat! Mr. Fantome was not ſuch a flight fant og 
A K "i 
n 
nour, and low d you! Foor foul! how he ſigh'd — 
has talk'd to me of my hard-hearted Lady. —-. 4 
228 . 
Teer To ll te way, Lov him well 
till I found he lov'd me ſo much. But Mr. Tinſel makes 
his court eee 
and with ſuch an agreeable ſaucineſs Not that I ſay 
1 if you ſhould, you'll 
be awaken'd ſooner than married couples generally are— 
You'll quickly have a Drum at your window. 


Lab 
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Lady. I'll hide my contempt of Tinſel for once, if + 
be but to ſee what this wench drives at. Aide. 

Ast. Why, ſuppoſe your husband, after thi. fair u ar- 
ning he has given you, ſhou'd ſound you an alarm at mid- 
night; then open your curtains with a face as pale as my 
apron, and cry out with a hollow voice, What doſt thou 
do in bed with this ſpindle- ſnanked fellow ? 

Lapy. Vhy wilt thou needs have it to be my huf: 
band? he never had any rcafon to be offended at me. Ia 
ways lov'd him while he was Eving, and thould prefer Lim 
toany man, were he fo ſtill. Mr. Tintel is indeed very idle 
in his talk, but I fancy, Abigal, a diicreet woman mig}! 
reform him. 

Asi. That's a likely matter indeed] did you ever hear 
of a woman who had power over a man when ſhe was is 
wife, that had none while ſhe was his miſtreſs! Oh there's 
nothing in the world improves a man in his complaiſance 
like marriage ! 

Lapy. He is indeed, at preſent, too familiar in his 
converſation. 

Az1G. Familiar! Madam, in troth, he's downright 
rude. 

Lap. But that you know, Abigal, ſhows he has no 
diſſimulation in him - Then he is apt to jeſt a little too 
much upon grave ſubjects. 

Asi. Grave ſubjects! he jeſts upon the church. 

Lady. But that you know, Abigal, may be only to 


ſhew his wit Then it mult be own'd he's extreamly 
talkative. | 


Asi. Talkative d'ye call it! he's downright imper- 
tinent. 
LaDvy. But that you know, Abigal, is a ſign be has 
been us d to good company——-Then indeed be is very 
poſitive. 

Asi. Poſitive ! why he contradicts you in every thing 
vou lay. 


LADY. 


La! 
rated a 
As: 
"et his 


call me 
T1: 
left yo 
by. Hi 
mer, tl 
upon a 
La! 
would 
A81 
I thou; 
terſelf 
Tr) 
AB1 
i-uſes. 
115 
381 
La! 
now ]' 


e, if N 
[ Aſide, 
ir war- 
at mid- 
as my 


ſt thou 


'y huf. 
e. Jal 

er him 
TY idle 


| m1g!.! 


er hear 
was his 
there's 


aiſance 


in his 


LadY- 


THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 17 


. px. But then you know, Abigal, he has been edu- 
ated at the Inns of Court. 

A 4:0, Ablefled education indeed! it has made kim for- 
"et his catechiſm! 

Lor. You talk as if you hated him. 

Art. You talk as if you lov d him. 

Lau. Hold your tongue! here he comes. 


Enter TINSEL. 

TSS. NM; dear M idou! | 

AB:. My dear Widow ! marry come up! (Ae. 

Lr. Let him alone, Abigal, fo long as he does not 
call me Ny dear V ife, there's no harm donc. 

Tis. I have been moſt ridiculouſly diverted ſince I 
left you — your ſervants have made a convert of my boo- 
by. His head is fo filled vith this foolith ſtory of a Drum- 
mer, that 1 expect the rogue will be atraid hereafter to go 
upon a meſſage by moon-light. 

Lay. Ah, Mr. Tinſel, what a loſs of billet-doux 
would that be to many a fine lady ! 

Ari. Then you ſtill believe this to be a fooliſh ſtory? 
I thought my Lady had told you, that ſhe had heard it 
terſelf. 

'Tixss. Ha, ha, ha! 

AIG. V by, you would not perſuade us out of our 
Fuſcs. 

TI s. Ha, ha, ha! 

331G. There's manners for you, Madam. [Aſide. 

Lapy. -dmirably rally'd! that laugh is unanſu erable 
now ]'il be hang'd if you could forbear being witty upon 
me, if I ſhouldtell you I hears it no long er ago than laſt 
night. 

1:x5. Fancy! 

LeDY. Zut hat if I ſhould tell you my maid was with 
Er! 

iss Vapours! vapours! pray, my dear widow, will 

2 you 
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vou anſucr me one quetiion ?— had you ever this noiſe 
of a Drum in your head, i the wake your husband was 
living : 

Lau. And pray, tr. | infel, vil! you let me atk you 
another qu.ilion? dv» you think we can hear in the coun- 
try, as well as yon do in ton: 

IIS. Believe me, adam, 1 could preſcribe you 2 
cure fur the.c mayvinations. 

Ana. Don't tell my La y of inagirations, Sir, I hare 
heard it my telt. 

Tixs. Hark thee, child —art thou not an old maid? 

And. vir, it Jam, it is my own fault. 

Tixs. Whims! frecks! megrims! indeed rs. Abigal. 

ABG. Marry, Sir, by your talk one would believe you 
thought every thing that v. as good is a megrim. 

Livy, Why truly 1 don't very well underſtand what 
you mean by your doctrine to me in the garden uſt now, 
that every thing we ſaw vas made by chance. 

Az1C. A very pretty ſubject indeed for a lover to c: 
vert his miitreſs with. 

L:Dy. But I ſuppoſe that was only a taſte of the con 
vertation vou would entertain me with after marriage. 

Fs. Oh, I ſhall then have time to read you ſuck lec- 
furcs of motions, atoms, and nature — that you ſhall 
earn to think as freely as the belt of us, and be convinced 
in let than month, that all about us is chance-work. 

I. o Dy. You area very complaifant perſon indeed ; and 
ſo you would make your court to me, by perſuading me 
tet I as wade by chance: ! 

T1x5. Ha, ha, ha! well £34, my dear ! why, faith, thou 
vert a very lucky hit, that's certain. 

Lys Frey, Mr. Tiakkl, where did you learn this 
odd way of talking? 

I'rss. Ah, Widow, *tis your country innocenee makes 
jon think it an cd way of tal in 
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don, I hope you believe there are ſuch things as ſpirits! 
T1xS. Simplicit, 


A3is. Ine you Jon't believe women have fouls, 


4 e Sir. 


T:x5. Foolich enough! 

Lazy. I von, Nr. I inſel. I'm afraid malicious people 
ul i'm iniove w th an atheilt. 

1:%s. Oh, my dar, that's an old-fathion'd world --- 
''m a {cce-thinker, child. 

AG. Iam ſure you are a free ſpeaker. 

Laur, kheally, Nr. Tinſe!, conſidering that you are 
nne a gentleman, I'm amaz's where you got all this 
carring! I wonder it has not ſpuil'd your breeding. 

ISS. To tell you the truth, | have not time to look 
ate theſe ery matters myiclt, but I am convinced by four 
[7 five learned men, whom I ſometimes over-hear at a 
tbec-huuſe I frequent, that our forefathers were a pack 

„s, that the world has been in an error for ſome 
taoulans of years, and that all the people upon earth, 
excepting thote two or three worthy gentlemen, are im- 
ges Aupon, cheated, bubbled, abus d. bamboozl'd — 

A5!G. Madam, how can you hear ſu a profiigate? he 
tis ike the London prodigal. 

Lair. Why really, I'm a thinking, if there be no 
leh dungs as ſpirits, a woman has no occaton for mar- 
* che need not be afra. to lie by Eerſelf. 

Ilas. Ah! my dear! are husbands good for nothing 
2.7 to frighten away ſpirits? doſt thou think I could not 
ulttuct thee in ſeveral other comforts of matrimony ? 

L:iDy. Ah! but you are a man of fo much knowledge 
at you would always be laughing a: my :znorance —— 
c learned men are ſo apt to deſpiſe one! 

Tixs. No, child! Pa teach thee my principles, thou 
10! HR be as wiſe as I am in a week's time 

Lahr. Do you think your priacip £5 would make a 
$97.42 the better wife? 


£ 
32 TISS. 
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Tiws. Pr'ythee, widow, don't be queer. 

Lapy. I love a gay temper, but I * not have you 
rally things that are ſerious. 

Tixs. Well enough faith! where's the jet of rallying 
any thing elſe ! 

Asi. Ah, madam, did you ever hear NI. ln 
talk at this rate? [5/74 

Trxs. But where's this ghoſt! the ſon of a whor. of a 4 
drummer? I'd fain hear * methinks. 

AB1G. Pray, madam, don't ſuffer him to give the ghod 
ſuch ill language, c ſpecially when you have reaſon to be 
lieve it s my maſter. 

T1xs. "That's we!l enough faith, Nab; doſt thou think 
thy maſter is ſo unreaſonable, as to continue his claim to 
his relict after his bones are laid? pray, widow, remem- 


ber the words of your contract, you have fulfill'd them to 


a title did not you marry Sir George to the tune 
of, till death us do part? 

Lapy. I mult not hear Sir George's memory treated 
in fo ſlight a manner this fellow muſt have been 
at ſome pains to make himſclf ſuch a finith'd coxcomb. 


Tixs. Give me but poſſeſſion of your perſon, and 1't 
whirl you up to tou n for a winter, and cure you at once. 
Oh ! I have known many a country lady come to Loncon 
with frightful ſtories of the hall-houſe being haunted, of 
fairies, ſpirits, and witches; that by the time ſhe had ſcen 
4 comedy, play'd at an atſembly, and ambled ia a ball ot 
two, has been ſo little afraid of bugbears, that ſhe has 
ventur'd home in a chair at all hours of the night. 

Ast. Hum ſauce box. [ Alice. 

T1xs. *Tis the ſolitude of the country that creates 
theſe whimſies ; there was never ſuch a thing as a ghoſt 
heard of at — except in the play-houſe Oh we 4 


pass all our time in London. Tis the ſcene of plcaure 


«nd diverſions, where there's ſomething to amuſe you 
every 
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every hour of the day. Life's not life in the country. 

Lab. Well then, you have an opportunity of ſhow- 
ing the ſi ncerity of that love to me which you profeſs. 
You may give a proof that you have an affection to my 
zerſon, not my jointure. 

Trxs. Your jointure! how can you think me ſuch a 
dog! but child, won't your jointure be the ſame thing in 
London as in the country? 

Lab. No, you're deceiv'd ! you muſt know it is ſet- 
tled on me by marriage-articles, on condition that I live 
ia this old manſion-houſe, and keep it up in repair. 

Tixs. How! 

A316. That's well put, Madam. 

Tixs. Why faith I have been looking upon this 
houſe, and think it is the prettieſt habitation I ever ſaw in 
my life. 

Lapy. Ay, but then this cruel drum 

Tixs. Something fo venerable in it! 

Lady. Ay, but the drum 

Tixs. For my part, I like this Gothic way of build- 
ing better than any of your new orders it would be 
a thouſand pities it ſhou'd fall to ruin. 

Lao. Ay, but the drum 

Tixs. How pleaſantly we two could paſs our time in 
ti. is delicious ſituation. Our lives wou'd be a continu'd 
dream of happineſs. Come, faith, widow, let's go upon 
the leads, and take a view of the country. 

Lap. Ay, but the drum! the drum! 

Tixs. My dear, take my word for't 'tis all fancy: be- 
ſides, ſhou'd he drum in thy very bed-chamber, I ſhou'd 
only hug thee the cloſer. 1 

Claſp'din the folds of lyve, Pd meet my doom, ay & 

Aud aft my joys; tha” thunder ſhook the room. 
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Annen 


SCENE epens, and diſorvers Fel im in his ace, © 
& letter in his hand. 


* 
„* 
4 


. 
HT5 letter aſtonuheth; may I believe my own eue, 
or rather my ſpectacles— T. Humphccy 
Vellum, Ft; Steu ard to the Lady Truman. 


Vellum, 
I Doubt not but you will be glad to hear your maſter 
: is alive, and deſigus to be with you in half an hour. 


Ihe report of my being ſlain in the Netherlands, bas, I 
* find, produced ſome diforders in my family. I am nov 
* at the George-Inn ; if an old man with a grey beard, in 
* a black cloke, enquires after you, give him admittance. 
* He patlcs for a conjurer, but is really 
Tur faithful friend, 

G. Truman. 

P. S. * Let this be a ſecret, and you ſhall fin d your ac- 
count in it. 


This amazeth me! and yet the reaſons why I ſhould be- 
li-ve he is ſtill living are manifold——Firſt, becauſe this 
has often been the caſe of other military adventurers. 
Secondly, becauſe the news of his death was firſt pub- 
lin d in Dyer's Letter. 
Thirdly, becauſe this letter can be written by none but 
himi{lt- I know his hand, and manner of ſpel.ing. 
Fourthly, 


Euter B5UT LER. 
BUTL. Sir, here's a ſtrange eld gentle man that aſks for 


— ———_ — 
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you; he ſiys he's a conjurer, but he looks very ſuſpici- 
ous ; I with he ben't a Jeſuit. 
Vet. Admit him immediately. 
BUT. I wiſh he ben't a ſeſuit; 
thing but a conjurer. 
Et. lie ſays right —he is no more than a conjurer. 
Bring Lim in and withdraw. [ Exit Butler. 
And tourthly, as I was laying, becauſe 


but he ſays he's no- 


Eiter BUTLER with Sir GEUNRGE. 

Bur. Sir, here is the conjurer what a deviliſh 
long beard he has! I wearraat it has been growing theſe 
hundred y cars. [Ade Exit. 

StR Gro. Dear Vellum, you how receiv'd my letter; 
but befor: we proceed lock the door. 

VEL. it is his voice. [ Shuts the dis 

Stix Go. In the next place help me off with tis 
cumberſyrne cloke. 

WEL. It is his thape. 

SA Gro. So, now lay my beard upon the table. 

EI. i After having land on Sir GEORGE thro” his 
Dectacles.] It is his face, every lineament 

StR Gro. Well, now I have put off the conjurer and 
the old man, I can talk to thee more at my eaſe. 

VEI. Bclieve me, my good maſter, I am as much re- 
joiced to ſee you alive, as I was upon the dy you were 
born. Your name was in all the * in the liſt 
of thoſe that were ſlain. 

Six Geo. We have not time to be — I ſhall 
only tell thee in general, that I was taken priſoner in the 
battle, and was under cloſe confinement for ſeveral 


months. Upon my releaſe, I was reſolv'd to ſurprize my 
wite with the news of my being alive. I know, Vellum, 
you are a perſon of ſo much penetration, that I need no: 
ute any further arguments to convince you that I am fo. 

V=L, I am 


and moreover, I queſtion not but 
B 4 
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your good Lady will likeu ite be convinced of it. Her ho- 
nour isa dijcerning Lady. 

SIX Gro. I'm only z:iraid ſhe ſhou'd be convinc'l of 
it to her ſorrow. [5 nut the pleale with her imaginary 
widow-hoog: tell mc truly, was the a'llicted at the 7epor: 
of my death? 

VL. Sorcly. 

Six Gro. How lang did her grief laſt? 

Vr... Long:r than I have known any uidon's— 4 
leaſt thræe day. 

StR Gro. Three days, ſay 'ſt thou? three whole day, 
I'm afraid thou flattereit me! —— O woman! vom un 

VEL. Grief is twofold. 

Sin Geo. Th s blockhead is as methocical as ever-— 
but I know he's honelt. [ Afeec. 

V=1. There is a real grief, and there is a methodi- 
cal grief; ſhe was drown'd in tears till ſuch time as the 
taylor had made her widow's weeds indecd they be- 
came her. 

SR Geo. Became ler! and was that her comfort ? tru- 
ly a moſt ſeaſonable conſolation! 

Ver. But I muſt needs ſay the paid a due regard to 
your memory, and could not forbear weeping when ſac 
ſaw company. 

Six Geo. That was kind indeed! I find the grier'd 
with a deal of good. breeding. But how comes this gang 
of lovers about her? 

V=r.. Her jointure is conſid-rable. 


StR CHO. How this fool torment me ! 04 4 
VEL. Her perſon is amiabice ——— 
Sz. Gro. Death: [ttc 


VEr.. But her character is unblemiſn'd. She hag been 
as virtuous in your ablence as a Penelope — — 
Six Geo. And has had as many ſuitors. 
V EL. Several have made their overtures. 
SIR. GEo. Several! 
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V +z,. But he has rejected all. 
S112 Gro. There thou teviv'ſt me — but what means 


ts Tianel? are his viſits acceptable? - 


. Ile is young. 

S Gio. Does the liſten to him! 

VI.. He is gay. 

di Gre. Sure ſhe could never entertain a thought of 
marryingſuch a coxcomb 

VE. He is not ill made. 

R Gro, Are the vous and proteſtations that paſt 
between us come to this! I can't bear the thought of it! 
:5 Tinſcl the man deſign d for my worthy ſucceſlor? 

rr. You do not conſider that you have been dead 
theſe fourteen month 

SIR CEO. Was there ever ſuch a dog? [ Aſide. 

Ver. And I have often heard her ſay, that ſhe muſt 
never expect to find a ſecond Sir George Truman 
meaning your ho nour. 

Six GO. I think ſhe lov'd me; but I muſt ſearch in- 
to this ſtory of the Drummer before I diicover myſelf to 
her. I have put on this habit of a conjurer, in order to 
introduce myſelf. It muſt h your buſineſs to recom- 
mend me as a moſt profound perſon, that by my great 
k1owledge inthe curious arts ſilence the Drummer, 
ud diſpoſſeſs the houſe. 

WEH. I am going to lay my accounts before my lady, 
ad I will ende avour to prevail upon her ho-nour to ad- 
mit the trial of your art. 

Sin Geo. I have ſcarce heard of any of theſe ſlories 
that did not ariſe from a love-intrigue — Amours raiſe 
«5 many ; hoſts as murders. 

VEL. Mrs. Abigal endeavours to perſuade us, that 'tis 


. your ho-nour vw-ho woubles the houſe. 


Si Go. That convinces me 'tis a cheat, for I think, 
Vellum, I may be pretty well aſſur d it is not me. 
VeL. I amapt to think fo truly. Ha——ha——ba! 
rA 
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StR Gro. Abigal had always an aſcendant over her 
Lady, and if there is a trick in this matter, depend upon it 
the is at tlie bottom of it. I'll be hang'dif this ghoſt be 
not one of Abigai's familiars. 

VI. Mrs. Abigal has of late been very myſterious. 

Six Gro. I fancy, Vellum, thou could'ſt worm it out 
of her. I know formerly there was an amour between 
you. 

VEL. Mrs. Abigal hath her allurements,and ſhe knows 
Lhave pick d up a competency in your ho-nour's ſervice, 

SIX Gro. If thou haſt, all I aſk of thee in return is, 
that thou would'ſt immediately renew thy addreſſes to 
her. Coax her up. Thou haſtſuch a filver tongue, Vel 
lum, as 'twill be impoſſible for her to withſtand. Beſides, 
ſhe is ſo very a woman, that ſhe'll like thee the better for 
giving her the pleaſure of telling a ſecret. In ſhort, whee- 
dle her out of it, and I ſhall act by the advice which thou 
g:veſt me. 

Ver. Mrs. Abigal was never deaf to me, when I tal- 
ked upon that ſubject. I will take an opportunity of ad- 
dreſſing myſelf to her in the moſt pathetic manner. 

Six Geo. In the me n time lock me up in your office, 
and bring me word what ſucceſs you have — Well, ſure I 
am the firſt that ever was employ's to lay himſelf. 

VEL. You act indeed a threefold part in this houſe; 


you are a ghoſt, a conjurer, and my ho-noured Maſter Sir 


George Truman ; he, he, he! you will pardon me for be- 
ing jocular. 

Six Geo. O, Mr. Vellum, with all my heart. You 
know I love you men of wit and humour. Ee 2s merry 
as thou pleaſeft, fo thou doſt thy buſineſs. ¶ Mimictirg 
n.] You will remember, Vellum, your commiſſion is 
two-fold, firſt to gain admiſſion for me to your lady, and 
©:condly to get the ſecret out of Abigal. 

VEL. it ſufficeth. 


[The ſeen ben 
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Enter LADY Hela. 

L:iDY. Women who have been happy in a firſt mar- 
ae, are the molt apt to venture upon a ſecond. But for 
ry part, I had a husband ſo every way ſuited to my incli- 
n.tons, that Imuſt entirely forget him, before I can like 
mother man. TIhave now been a widow but fourte.n 
months, and have had twice as many lovers, all of 'em 
profeit admirers of my perſon, but paſſionately in love 
irh my jointure. I think it is a revenge I owe my tex 
to make an example of this worthle!(\, tribe of fellows, 
who grow impudent, dreſs themſelve fine, and fancy ue 
are obliged to provide for 'em. But of all my captives, 
Ar. Tinſec! is the moſt extraordinary in his kind. I hope 
the diverſion I give myſelf with him is Cnblameable, I'm 
ſure tis neceſſary to turn my thoughts off trom the me- 
mory of that dear man, who has been the greateſt hap- 
pineſs and affliction of my life. My heart would be a 
prey to melancholy, if I did not find theſe innocent me- 
thods of relieving it. But here comes Abigal. I muſt teaze 
the haggage, for I find ſhe has taken it into her head that 


8 DX 


lam entirely at her diſpoſal. 


Eater ABIG AL. 

Ass. Madam! Madam! yonder's Mr. Tinſel has as 
good as taken poſſeſſion of your houſe. Marry, he ſays, 
he muſt have Sir George's apartment enlarg'd; for truly, 
{215 he, I hate to be ſtraiten d. Nay, ke was fo impudent 
to ſhew methe chamber where he intends to conſum- 
mate, a5 he calls it. | 

1. Dr. Well! he's a will fellow. 

Astra. Indeed he's a very ſad man, Madam. 

La. He's young, Abigal; 'tis a thou and pities he 
114 be loſt; I ſhould be mighty glad to reform him. 

Antag. Reform him! marry hang him 


Lapx. Has not hea great deal of life? 


Ata. 


— — —ů —— 
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Aste. Ay, enough to make your heart ake. 

Lab I dare ſay thou think 't him a very agreeable 
fellow. 

Az16. He thinks himſelf ſo, I'll anſwer for him. 
Lavy. He's very good-natur d 

Ast. He ought to be ſo, for he's very filly. 

Lo. Doſt thou think he loves me? 

Asz16. Mr. Fantome did, I am ſure. 

Lapy. With what raptures he talk d! 

As1G. Yes, but "twas in praiſe of your jointure-houſe. 
Lapy. He has kept bad company. 

Asie. They muſt be very bad indeed, if they were 
worſe than himſelf. 

La Dy. I have a ſtrong fancy a good woman might 
reform him. 

\ BIG. It would be a fine experiment, if it ſhould not 
ſucceed. | 

Lapy. Well, Abigal, we'll talk of that another time; 
here comes the Steward, I have no further occaſion for 


you at preſent. [Exit Abigal. 


Euter VELLUM. 
VEL. Madam, is your Ho-nour at leiſure to look in- 
to the accounts of the laſt week ? they riſe very high — 
houſe-keeping is chargeable in a houſe that is haunted. 
Lady. How comes that to paſs? I hope the drum 
neither eats nor drinks? but read your account, Vellum. 
VEL. [Putting on and off his ſpefacles in this ſcene] A 
hogſhead and a half of ale it is not for the ghoſt's 
drinking But your Ho-nour's ſervants ſay they mult 
kave ſomething to keep up their courage againſt this 
ſtrange noiſe. They tell me they expect a double quan- 
tity of malt in their ſmall-beer, ſo long as the houſe con- 
tinues in this condition. 
LADY. At this rate they'll take care to be f.ighten'd 
all the year round, I'll anſwer for em. But go on. 


VEL. 


eable 
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V rr. Item, Two ſheep, and a—where is the ox — Oh, 
here I have Lim — and an ox —your Ho-nour muſt al- 
ways have a piece of cold beef in the houſe for the enter - 
tainment of ſo many ſtrangers, who come from all parts 
to hear this drum. Item, Bread, ten peck-loaves— They 
cannot eat beef without bread Item, three barrels cf 
table-beer — They mult drink with their meat. 

apy. Sure no woman in England has a Steward that 
makes ſuch ingenious comments on his works. [ Aſrde. 

VEI. Item, To Nr. Tinſel's ſervants five bottles of 
port u ine it was by your Ho-nour's order Item, three 
bottles of ſack for the ute of Mrs. Abigal. 

Lab. I ſuppoſe that was by your own order. 

VI. We have been long friends, we are your Ho- 
nour's ancient ſervants; fack is an innocent cordial, and 
gives her ſpirit to chide the ſervants, when they are tardy 
in their bus'neſs; he, he, he! pardon me for being jocu- 
lar. 

Lapy. Well, I ſee you'll come together at laſt. 

VI. Item, A dozen pound of watch-lights for the uſe 
of the ſervants. 

Lapy. For the uſe of the ſervants! What, are the 
rogues atraid of ſleeping in the dark? what an unfortu- 
nate woman am I] this is ſuch a particular diſtreſs, it puts 

me to my wits end. Vellum, what would you adviſe me 
to do? 

VII. Madam, your Ho-nour has two points to con- 
ſider. Impri mis, To retrench theſe extravagant expen- 
ces, which ſo many ſtrangers bring upon you —Secoudly, 
To clear the houſe of this inviſible Drummer. 

Lady. This learned diviſion leaves me juſt as wiſe as 
I was. But how muſt we bring theſe two points to bear ? 

V E1.. I deſeech your Ho-nour to give me the hearing. 

Lap. Ido. But pr'ythce take pity on me, and be 
not tedious. 

VEL. I will be conciſe. There is a certain perſon ar- 

riv'd 
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riv'd this morning, an aged men of a venerable aſpect 
and of a long hoary beard, that reacheth down to his 
rirdle. The common people call him a wizard, a white. 
witch, a conjurer, a cunning-man, 2 necromancer, a-— 

Lanny. No matter for his titles. But what of al! this 

VII.. Give me the hearing, good my Lady. ite pre- 
tends ti great (kill in the occult ſcicnces, and is © me þ1- 
ther upon the rumour ot this Drum. It one may belies c 
him, he knows the ſecret of laying ghofts, cr of quicting 
houtes that are haunted. 

Lary. Pho, theſe are idle ſtories to amule the conn - 
try people, this can do us no good. 

VII. It can do us no harm, my Lady. 

Lapy. I dare ſay thou doſt not believe there *s ar; 
thing in it thyſclf. 

VEL. I cannot ſav, I do; there is no danger however 
in the experiment. Let him try his (kill; if it ſaou d tuc- 
ceed, we are rid of the Drum; if it ſhou'd not, we may 
tell the world that it has, and by that means at Ic alt ger 
out of this expenſive way of living; ſo that it n. uſt turn 
to your advantage one way or another. 

Lapy. I think you argue very rightly. Pu: where :£ 
the man? I would fain ſee him. He muſt be a curioſity 

VET. I have already diſcourſed him, and he is tu be 
with me, in my office, half an hour hence. He aks no- 
thing for his gains, till he has done his work, — no cure, 
no money. 

Lapy. That circumſtance, I muſt confeſs, woulc 
make one believe there is more in his art than one vou's 
imagine. Pray Velium, go and fetch him hitker unme! 
ately. 


VII. I am gone. He ſhall be forth-coming fort. 
F.? 
Euter BUTLER, COACHM AN, au 
G ARDINER. 


Butt. Rare news, my lads, rare news! 


CAA 


— —— 
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Cann. What's the mattter ? haſt thou got any more 
vales for us? 

BuTL. No, tis better than that. 

Coa Hu. ls there another ſtranger come to the houſe? 

Burl. Ay, iuch a ſtranger as will make all our lives 
ealy. 

(Gan. What! is he a Lord? 

BUiL. A Lord! no, nothing like it.-—-Lle's a Conju- 
rer. 

Coch. A conjurer! what, is he come a wooing to 
my Lady. 

EUrz. No, no, you feel, ke's come on — to lay 
the ſpicit. 

Coach. Ay marry, that's good news indeed; but 
where is he? 

BuTL. He's lock'd up with the Steward in his office, 
they are laying their heads together very cloſe. I fancy 
they are caſting a figure. 

GARD. Pr'ytace John, what fort of a creature is a con- 
jurer? 

BuTL. Why he's made much as other men are, if it 
was not for his long grey beard. 

Cock. Look ye, Peter, it ſtands with reaſon, that a 
Ccnjurer ſhou'd have a long grey beard for did you e- 
ver know a witch that was not an old woman ? 

GarD. Why! I remember a conjurer once at a fair, 
that to my thinking was 2 very ſmock-fac'd man, and 
vet he ſpew'd out fifty yards of green ferret. I fancy, 
John, if thou'elt get him into the pantry and give him a 

cup of ale, he'd thew us a few tricks. Dolt think we cou'd 
not pei ſuade him to ſwallow one of thy caſc· knives fo: Eis 
diverſion ? he'll certainly bring it up again. 

BTI. Peter, thou art ſuch a wiſe-acre! thou doſt not 
know the difference between a Conjurer and a Jugler. 
This man muſt be a very great maſter of his trade. His 
bear d is at leaſt half a „ard loag, ke's dreſ. d in a ſtrange 

| | Ark 
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dark cloke, as black as a coal. Your Co rer al war; 


goes in mourn: Ng. 


GaRD. Is he a gentleman? had he a ©: rd by l 


fide ? 

BuT1.. No, no, he's too grave a man KATY, a Cor: 
jurer is as grave as a Judge but he bad a tg wh 
wand in his hand. 

COACHM. You may be ſure there's a guol deal of vi; 
tuc in that wand I fancy 'tis made out of witch. 
elm. 

GARD. I warrant you if the ghoſt appear, ECU 
ye that wand before his eyes, and itrike you tke drum: 
ttic out of his hand. 

BuTL. No; the wand, look ye, is to woke a circle, 
and if he once gets the ghoſt in a circle, then He has kim 
let him get out again if he can. A c.rcic.y cum! 
know, is a Conurer's trap. 

Coach. But what will he do with him, u hen he bas 
him there? 

Eurr. Why then he'll overpower him with his lcar- 
ning. 

GARD. If he can once compaſs him, and get him in 
lobs-pound, he'll make nothing of him, but ſprak a few 
hard words to him, and perhaps bind him over to tis gecd 
be haviour for a thouſand years. 

Coach. Ay, ay, he'll ſend him pack ing to his grave 
again with a flea in his car, I warrant kim. 

Bur. No, no, I would adviſe Madam to ſpare no coſt. 
If the conjurer be but well paid, he'll take pains upon the 
Ghoſt, and lay him, look ye, in the red-!ca and 
then he's laid for ever. 

Coach. Ay, marry, that would fpoil Lis Drum for 
him. 

S 4D. Why John, there mult be a power of ſpirits 
in that ſame red- ca —warant ye * are as plen- 
ty as fiſh. 
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Cock. Well, I with after all that he may not be 
te hard for the Conjurer; I'm afraid he'll find a tough 
bit of work on't. | 

GARD. I wiſh the ſpirit may not carry a corner of 
the houſe off with him. 

Bur L. As for that, Peter, you may be fure that the 
*tewa'd has made his bargain with the cunning-man be- 
forc hand, that he ſhall ſtand to all coſts and damages — 
but hark! yonder's Mrs. Abigal, we ſhall have her with 
us immediately, if we do not get off. 

GaxD. Ay lads' if we could get Mrs. Abigal well 
laid too e ſhould lead merry lives 


Far to a man like me that's ſtout aud bold, 
A ghoſt is not fo dreadful as a ſeald. 


C ACT 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


SCENE opens, and Uiſcovers Sir GEORGE in | 
Vellum's office. 


SIR GEORGE.- 

| 1 Wonder I don't hear of Vellum yet. But I know his 
wiſdom will do nothing raſhly. The fellow has been 

ſo uſed to form in buſinets, that it has infected his whole 

converſation. But I mult not find fault with that punctu- 

al and exact behaviour, which has been of ſo much uſe to 

me; my eſtate is the better for it. 


Enter VELLUM. | 
Well Vellum, I'm impatient to hear your ſucceſs. 

VEL. Firſt, let me lock the door. 

Sit GEO. Will your Lady admit me? 

VEL. If this lock is not mended ſoon, it will be quite 
ſpoiled. 

Stix G Ro. Pr'ythee let the lock alone at preſent, and 
anſwer me. 

VEL. Delays in buſineſs are dangerous I mult ſend 
for the ſmith next week—and in the mean time will 
take a minute of it. | 

Six Geo. What ſays your Lady? 

VEL. This pen is naught, and wants _— 
My Lady, did you fay ? 

Six Go. Does ſhe admit me? 


Vet. Ihave gain'd admiſſion for you as a Conjurer. | 


Six GO. That's enough! Pll gain admiſſion for my- 
ſelf as a husband. Does ſhe believe there is any thing in 
my art? 

VEL, It is hard to know what a woman believes. 

515 G0. 
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Six Geo. Did ſhe alk noqueſtions about me? 

VII. Sundry the deſires to talk with you her- 
ſeit, before you enter upon your buſineſs. 

Six Gro. But when? 

VEL. Immediately. This inſtant. 

S Geo. Pugh. What haſt thou been doing all this 
while! why didit not tell me ſo? give me my cloak — 
have you yet met with Abigal ? 

VEL. I have not yet had an opportunity of talking 
with her. But we have interchanged iome languiſhing 
glances. 

$1n Gro. Let thee alone for that, Vellum, I have 
formerly ſeen thee ogle her through thy ſpectacles. Well! 
this is a molt venerable cloak. After the buſineſs of this 
day is over, I'll make thee a preſent of it. Twill become 
thee mightily. 

Ver. He, he, he! wou'd you make a conjurer of your 
Steward ? 

Six Gro. Pr'ythee don't be jocular, I'm in haſte. 


Help me on with my beard. 


VEL. And what will your Ho--nour do with your caſt 
beard? 

StR Geo. Why, faith, thy gravity wants only ſuch a 
beard to it ; if thou would'ſt wear it with the cloak, thou 
would'ſt make a moſt complete heathen philoſopher. But 
where's my wand? 

VEL. A fine taper ſtick! it is well choſen. I will keep 
this till you are ſheriff of the county. It is not my cul- 
tom to let any thing be loſt. 

StR GEO. Come, Vellum, lead the way. You muſt 
:ntroduce me to your Lady. Thou'rt the fitteſt fellow 
in the world to be a maſter of the ceremonies to a Con- 
jurer. (Ext. 


1 * ABIG AL croſſing the ſtage, TINSEL following. 
Tins. Naby, Naby, whither ſo faſt child? 
. A168 
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Azrc. Keep your hands to yourſelf. I'm going to 
call the Steward to my Lady 

Tixs. What * Goodman tuo fold? I met him walking 
with a ſtrange old fellow yonder. I fuppoſe he belongs 
to the family too. He looks very antique. He muſt be 
ſome of the furniture of this old manſion houſe. 

Aste. What does the man mean? don't think to palm 
me, as youdo my lady. 

Tixs. Pr*ythee, Naby, tell me one thing; what's the 
reaſon thou art my enemy ? 

Ast. Marry, becauſe I'm a friend to my lady. 

Tixs. Doſt thou fee any thing about me thou doſt 
not like come hither, huſſy, give me a kiſs : don't beill- 
natur'd. - 

Asi. Sir, I know how to be civil. [ Kiſſes her 
this rogue will carry off my lady, if I don't take care. 

[ Aſie. 

T1xs. Thy lips are as ſoft as velvet, Abigal, I muſt 

a husband. 


Asi Ay, now you don't ſpeak idly, I can talk to 


you. 
Tins. LK have one in my eye for thee. Doſt thou love 
a young luſty ſon of a whore ? 


Aste. Laud, how you talk! 

Tins. This is a thundering dog. 

Az1G. What is he? 

Tins. A private gentleman. 

ABG. Ay! where does he live? 

T1Ns. In the horſe-guards— But he has one fault I 
muſt tell thee of. If thou canſt bear with that, he's a man 
for thy purpoſe. 

ABG. Pray, Mr. Tinſcl, what may that be? 

Tins. He's but five and twenty years old. 

AB1G. *Tis no matter for his age, if he has 3 
educated. 

T1Ns, No man better, W 
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make 2 pals, and ſwear with ſuch a grace, as wou'd make 
thy heart leap to hear him. 

Asi. Half cheſe accompliſhments will do, provided 
he has an eſtate Pray what has he? 

T1xs. Not a farthing. . 

Ast. Pax on him, what do I give him the hearing 
for ! [ Aſide. 

Tixs. But as for that I wou'd make it up to him. 

AB1G. How? 

Tixs. Why look ye, child, as ſoon as I have marri- 
ed thy lady, I deſign to diſcard this old prig of a ſteward, 
and to put this honeſt gentleman, I am ſpeaking of, into 
his place. 

Asi. This fellow's a fool Ill have no more to ſay 
to him. [ Aſide. ] —Hark my Lady's a coming 

Tixs. Depend upon it, Nab, I'll remember my pro- 


Asie. Ay, and ſo will I too—to your coſt. [ Aſide. 

| Exit Abigal. 

Tixs. My dear is purely fitted up with a maid — 
but I ſhall rid the houſe of her. 


Enter LADY. 
Lapy. Oh, Mr. Tinſel, I am glad to meet you here. 
I am going to give you an entertainment, that won't be 
diſagreeable to a man of wit and pleaſure of the Town 
There may be ſomething diverting in a converſation 


between a Conjurer and this conceited aſs. [ Aſide. 
Tins. She loves me to diſtraftion, I ſee that. 
[ Afide. 


Pr'ythee, widow, explain thyſelf. 

Lady. You muſt know here is a ſtrange ſort of a man 
come to town, who undertakes to free the houſe from 
this diſturbance, The ſteward believes him a Con- 
jurer. 

Tixs, Ay; thy ſteward is a deep one! 

C 3 Lady. 
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Lap. He's to be here immediately. It is indeed an 
odd figure of a man. 

Tixs. Oh! 1 warrand you he has ſtudy's the black 
art ha, ha, ha! is he not an Oxford ſcholar *?-— Widow, 
thy houſe is the moſt extranrdinarily inhabited of any 
widow's this day in chriſtendom—1 think thy four chicf 
domeſticks are — a wither'd Abigal — a ſuperannuated 
Steward a Ghoſt————and a Conjurer. 

Lavpy. {Mimicking Tin/c!.] And you wou'd have it 
inhabited by a fifth, who is a more extraordinary Perſon 
than any of all theſe four. 

Tixs. It's a ſure ſign a woman loves you, when ſhe 
imitates your manner. { A/ide.] ——Thou'rt very ſmart, 
my dear. But ſee ! ſmoak the doctor. 


Enter VELLUMT, and Sir G EORGE in his Con- 
jurer's habit. 

VEL. I will introduce this profound perſon to your 
Ladyſhip, and then leave him with you—Sir, this is her 
Ho--nour. 

Six GEO. I know it well. Exit Vellum. 
[ Afide, walking in a muſing paſture.] That dear woman! 
the ſight of her unmans me. I cou'd weep for tenderneſs, 
did not I, at the ſame time, feel an indignation riſe in me, 
to ſec that wretch with her: and yet I cannot but ſmile 
to ſee her in the company of her firſt and ſecond husband 
at the ſame time. 

Lapy. r. Tinſel, do you ſpeak to him; you are u- 
ſed to the company of men of learning. 

T1xs. Old gentleman, thou doſt not look like an in- 
habitant of this world; I ſuppoſe thou art lately come 
down from the ſtars. Pray what news is ſtirring in the 
zodiack ? 

Six Gr., News that ought to make the heart of 2 
coward tremble. Mars is now ente: ing into the firſt houſe, 
and will ſhortly appear in all his domal dignities 
T1x5. 
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Tixs. Mars? Pr'ythee, father grey-beard, explain 
thy (elf. 

SIA Geo. The entrance of Mars into his houſe, por- 
tends the entrance of a maſter into his family — and 
that ſoon. 

Tixs. D'ye hear that, Widow ? the ſtars have cut me 
out for thy husband. T his houſe is to have a maſter, and 
that ſoon ——hark thee, old Gadbury, is not Mars very 
like a young fellow call's Tom Tinfel? . 

Six GO. Not ſo much as Venus is like this Lady. 

Tixs. A word in your car, Doctor; theſc two planets 
will be in conjunction by and by; I can tell you that. 

Sia GO. aſide, walking dijturbed.) Curſe on this im- 
pertinent fop ! I ſhall ſcarce forbear diſcovering myſelf — 
Madam, I am told that your houſe is viſited with ſtrange 
noiſes. 

Lab. And I am told that you can quiet them. I muſt 
confeſs I had a curioſity to ſee the perſon I had heard fo 
much of; and, indeed, your afpe& ſhows that you have 
had much experience in the world. You mult bea very 
aged man. 

Six Geo. My aſpett deceives you; what do you think 
is my real age? 

Tixs. I ſhou'd gueſs thee within three years of Me- 
thuſelah. Pr'ythee tell me, waſt not thou born before the 
flood ? 

Lapx. Truly I ſhou'd gueſs you to be in your ſecond 
or third century. I warrant you, you have great grand- 
children with beards of a foot long. 

SIR Geo. Ha, ha, ha! if there be truth in man, I was 
but five and thirty laſt Auguſt. O' the ſtudy of the occult 
ſciences makes a man's beard grow faſter than you would 
imagine. 

Lapy. What an eſcape you have had, Mr. Tinſel, 
that you were not bred a ſcholar ! 

T:xs, And foI fancy, Doctor, thou think'ſt me an 

C 4 illite - 
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illiterate fellow, becauſe I hare a ſmooth chin? 
Stn Geo. Hark ye, Sir, a word in your car. You are 
a coxcomb by all the rules of phyli»gnomy : but let that 
be a ſecret between you and me.  [ Afede to Ti, 
Lapy. Pray, Mr. Tink 1, what is it the Doctor whiſ- 
pers“ 


T1vs. Only a compliment, child, upon two or three of 


my features. It does not become me to repeat it. 
Ib. Pray, Doctor, examine this Gentleman's face, 
and tell me his fortune. 
StR Geo. If I may believe the lines of his face, he 
likes it better than I do, or—than you do, fair Lady. 
Tixs. Widow, I hope now thou'rt convinc'd he's a 
cheat. 


Lapy. For my part I believe he's a witch— go on, 
Doctor. 

Stix Gro. He will be croſs d in love; and that ſoon. 

Tiyxs. Pr'ythee, Doctor, tell us the truth. Doſt not 
thou live in Moor-fields? 

Six Geo. Take my word for it, thou ſhalt never live 
in my Lady Truman's manſion-houſe. 

Tins. Pray, old Gentleman, haſt thou never been 
pluck'd by the beard when thou wert ſaucy ? 

Lapy. Nay, Mr. Tinſel, you are angry! do you 


think I wou'd marry a man that dares not have his for- 
tune told? 


Six. Gro. Let him be angry — I matter not — he 


is but ſhort-liv'd. He will ſoon die of 
T1xs. Come, come, ſpeak out, old Hocus, he, he, he 
this fellow makes me burſt with laughing. ¶ Forces a lang”. 
Srx Geo. He will ſoon die of a fright or of the 
let me ſee your noſe ay "is ſo! 


Tixs. You fon ofa whore! I'll run you through the 
body. I never yet made the ſun ſhine through a Conju- 
rer 

Lavr, Oh, fy, Mr. Tinſcl! you * not kill an old man 
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T1xs. An old man! the dog fays he's but five and 
thirty. 

* DY. Oh, fy, Mr. Tinſel, I did not think you could 
have been fo paſſionate ; I hate a paſſionate man. Put up 
your ſword, or I mult never fee you again. 

Tins. Ha, ha, ha! I was but in jeſt, my dear. Thad a 
mind to have made an experiment upon the Doctor's bo. 
dy. I wou'd but have drill'd a little eye-let-hole in it, and 
have ſeen whether he had art enough to cloſe it up again. 

StR GH . Courage is but ill ſhown before a Lady. But 
know, ifever I meet thee again, thou ſhalt find this arm 
can wicld other weapons beſides this wand. 

Tixs. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lapy. Well, learned Sir, you are to give a proof of 
your art, not of your courage. Or if you will ſhow your 
courage, let it be at nine o'clock for that is the time the 
noiſe is generally heard. 

T1xs. And look ye, old gentleman, if thou doſt not 
do thy buſineſs well, I can tell thee by the little fill I 
have, that thou wilt be toſs'd in a blanket before ten. 
We'll do our endeavour to ſend thee back to the ſtars a- 
gain. 
SIR Geo. I'll go and prepare myſelf for the ceremo- 
nies and Lady, as you expect they ſhou'd ſucceed to 
your wiſhes, treat that fellow with the contempt he de- 
ferves. [Exit Sir George. 

Tixs. The ſaucieſt dog I ever talk'd with in my 
whole life ! | 

L apy. Methinks he's a diverting fellow; one may 
ſee he's no fool. | | 

Tixs. No fool! ay, but thou doſt not take him for a 
Conjurer. ä ä 0 

Lapy. Truly I don't know what to take him for; I 
am refolv'd to employ him however. When a ſickneſs is 
deſperate, we often try remedies that we have no great 
Faith in. 

Euter 
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Enter 4316 AL. 

Az1G. Madam, the tea is ready in the parlour, as you 
order d. | 

LaDy. Come, Mr. Tinſel, we may there talk of this 

ſubject more at leiſure. [ Exeunt Lady and Tinſel. 
| ABIGAL fola. 

Sure never any Lady had ſuch ſervants as mine has 
well, if I get this thouſand pound, I hope to have ſome of 
my own.Let me fee, I'll have a pretty tight girl—juſt ſuch 
as | was ten years ago (I'm afraid | may ſay twenty); he 
ſhall dreſs me and flatter me—for I will be fatter'd,that's 
pos! my Lady's caſt- ſuits will ſerve her, after I have gi 
ven them the wearing. Beſides, when I am worth a thou- 
ſand pound, I ſhall certainly carry off the Steward — Ma- 
dam Vellum! how prettily that will ſound! Here, 
bring out Madam Vellum's Chaiſe—nay, I do not know 
but it may be a Chariot It will break the attorney's 
wife's heart for I ſhall take place of every body in the 
pariſh but my Lady. If I have a fon, he ſhall be call'd 
Fantome. But ſee Mr. Vellum, as I could with. I know 
his humour, and will do my utmoſtto gain his heart. 


Enter VELLUM with @ pint of Sack. 
VII. Mrs. Abigal, don't I break in upon you unſea- 
) | 
Ast. Oh, no, Mr. Vellum, your viſits are always 
ſeaſonable. | 
VEL. I have brought with me a taſte of freſh Canary, 
which I think is delicious. 
Ast. Pray ſet it down—T have a dram-glaſs juſt by 
( Brings in a Rummer. 
PII pledge you; my Lady's good health. 
Ver. And your own with it—ſweet Mrs. Abigal. 
At. Pray, good Mr. Vellum, buy me a little parcel 
of this Sack, and put it under the article of Tea -I would 
not have my name appear to it. A 
EL. 
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VII. Mrs. Abigal, your nam {eldom appears in my 
bills—and yet—if you will allow me a merry cxprefſi- 
on——you have been always in my books, Mrs. Abigal. 
Ha, ha, ha! 

Az1G. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Veilum, you are ſuch a dry 
jeſting man 

VEL. Why truly, Mrs. Abigal, I have been looking 
over my papers —and I find you have been a long time 
my debtor. | 

Az16. Your debtor, for what, Mr. Vellum ? 

VEL. For my heart, Mrs. Ab gal and our accounts 
will not be balanc'd between us, till I have yours in ex- 
change for it. Ha, ha, ha! 

As1G. Ha, ha, ha! you are the moſt gallant dun, Mr. 
Vellum, 

VEL. But I am not us'd to be paid by words only, Mrs. 
Abigal ; when will you be out of my debt? 

ABG. Oh, Mr. Vellum, you make one bluſh my 
humble ſervice to you. 

VEL. I muſt anſwer you, Mrs. Abigal, in the country 
phraſe——Your love is ſufficient. Ha, ha, ha! 

Aste. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I muſt own, I love « mer- 
ry man 

VEL. Let me ſee, how long is it, Mrs. Abigal, fince I 
firſt broke my mind to you It was, I think, Undecimo 
Culielmi, we have converſed together theſe fifteen 
years —and yet, Mrs. Abigal, I muſt drink to our better 
acquaintance. He, he, he, — Mrs. Abigal, you know I 

am naturally jocoſe. 

Asi. Ah, you men love to make ſport with us filly 
creatures. | 

VEL. Mrs. Abigal, I have a trifle about me, which I 
would willingly make you a preſent of. It is indeed but a 
little toy. 

AB16. You are always exceedingly obliging. 

VEL. It is but a little toy ———ſcarce worth your ac- 
ceptance. Ano. 
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An1G. Pray don't keep me in ſuſpence ; what is it, Mr, 
Vellum ? | 

VEL. Afilver thimble. 

An16. I always ſaid Mr. Vellum was a generous lover. 

VII. But I muſt put it on myſelf, Mrs. Abigal.-—— 
you have the prettieſt tip of a finger I muſt take the 
freedom to ſalute it. 

Asi. Oh fy! you make me aſham'd, Mr. Vellum ; 
how can you do ſo? I proteſt I am in ſuch a confuſion — 

[4 feign'd ſtruggle. 

VET. This finger is not the finger of idleneſs; it bears 
the honourable ſcars of the needle but why are you 
ſo cruel as not to pare your nails? 

Asi. Oh, I vow you preſs it ſo hard! pray give me 
my finger again. 

VEL. This middle finger, Mrs. Abigal, has a pretty 
neighbour——a wedding-ring would become it mightily 
—He, he, he! 

Asie. You're fo full of your jokes. Ay, but where 
muſt I find one for it? i 

VII. I deſign this thimble only as the forerunner of 
it, they will ſet off each other, and are indeed a two- 
fold emblem. The firſt will put you in mind of being a 
good huſe-wife, and the other of being a good wife. Ha, 
ha, ha! ; | 

Aid. Yes, yes, I ſee you laugh at me. 

VEL. Indeed I am ſerious. | | 

Ar. I thought you had quite forſaken me I am 
ſure you cannot forget the many repeated vows and pro- 
miſes you formerly made me. 

VEL. I ſhou'd as ſoon forget the multiplication table. 

AB16. I have always taken your part before my Lady. 

VEL. You have fo, and I have item'dit in my memory- 

A510. For I have always look'd upon your intereſts as 
my own. 

VEL. Itis nothing but your cruelty can binder them 
from being fo. 


1A 
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Art. I muſt ſtrike while the izgn's hot. [ Aſide. ] —— 
Well, Mr. Vellum, there is no refuling you, you have 
ſuch a bewitching tongue! = 

VL. How? ſpeak that again! 

Asi. Why then in plain Engliſh I love you. 

V EL. I'm overjoy'd! 

Asi. I muſt own my paſſion for you. 

V £1. I'm tranſported! [ Catches her in his arms. 

Ast. Dear charming man! 

VEL. Thou ſum total of all my happineſs! I ſhall 
grow extravagant! I can't forbear to drink thy 
virtuous inclinations in a bumper of Sack. Your Lady 
muſt make haſte, my Duck, or we ſhall provide a young 
ſteward to the eſtate, before ſhe has an heir to it. 
Pr'ythee my dear, does ſhe intend to marry Mr. Tinſel ? 

Asi. Marry him, my Love, no, no! we mult take 
care of that! there would be no ſtaying in the houſe for 
us if ſhe did. That young Rake-hell would ſend all the 
old ſervants a-grazing. You and I ſhould be diſcarded be- 
fore the honey-moon was at an end. 

Ver. Pr'y thee, ſweet one, does not this Drum put the 
thoughts of marriage out of her head? 

Asie. This Drum, my dear, if it be well manag'd, will 
be no leſs than a thouſand pound in our way. 

VEI. Ay, ſay'ſt thou fo, my Turtle? 

Asi. Since we are now as good as man and wife 
I mean, almoſt as good as man and wife I ought to 
conceal nothing from you. 

VEL. Certainly, my Dove, not from thy *. 
low, thy help-mate, thy own fleſh and blood! 

ABI. Huſh! I hear Mr. Tinſel's laugh, 8 
he are a coming this way; if you will take a turn without, 
I'll tell you the whole contrivance. 

VEL. Give me your hand, chicken. 

Asi. Here take it, you have my heart already. 

Vel. We ſhall have much iſſue. [ Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


Enter VELLUM and BUTLER. 
VELLUV SI. 


Onyx, I have certain orders to give you——and there- 
fore be attentive. 

BUTL. Attentive ! Ay, let me alone for that — —[ 

ſuppoſe he means being ſober. [ Aſide. 

VEL. You know I have always recommended to you a 
method in your buſineſs; I wou'd have your knives and 
forks, your ſpoons and napkins, your plate and glaſſes, 
laid in a method. 

Bur. Ah, Mr. Vellum, you are ſuch a ſweet· ſpoken 
man, it does one's heart good to receive your orders. 

V EL. Method, John, makes buſineſs caſy, it baniſhes 
all perplexity and confuſion out of families. 

BuTL. How he talks! I could hear bim all day. 

VL. And now, John, let me know whether your table- 
linnen, your ſide - boa d. your cellar, and every thing elſe 
within your province, are properly and methodically diſ- 
pos d for an entertainment this evening. | 

BuTL. Maſter Vellum, they ſhall be ready at aquarter 
of an hour's warning. But pray, Sir, is this catertain- 
ment to be made for the Con'urer ? 

VEr. It is, John, for the Conjurer, and yet it is not 
for the Conjurer. 

BuTL. Why, look you, Maſter Vellum, if it is for the 
Conjurer, the cook maid ſhou'd have orders to get him 
ſome diſhes to his palate. age he may like a little 
brimſtone in his ſauce. 


Vet. This Conjurer, John, is « complicated creature, 
— 
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an amphibious animal, a perſon of a two-fold nature 
but he cats and drinks like other men. | 

BuTL. Marry, Maſter Vellum, he ſhou d cat and drink 
as much as two other men, by the account you give of 
him. 

VSL. Thy conceit is not amils, he is indeed a double 


man, ha, ha, ha! 
EUTL. Ha! I underſtand you, he's one of your herma- 


phrodites, as they call em. 


V Et. He is married, and he is not married—he hath 
a beard, and he hath no beard. He is old and he is young. 

BuTL. How charmingly he talks! I fancy, Maſter 
Vellum, you could make a Riddle. The fame man old 
and young? how do you make that out, Maſter Vellum? 

VEL. Thou haſt heard of a ſnake caſting his ſkin, and 
recovering his youth. Such is this ſage perſon. 

BuTL. Nay, 'tis no wonder s Congueer ſhou'd be like 
a Serpent. 

VEL. When he has thrown aſide the old Conjurer's 
flough that hangs about him, he'll come out as fine a 
young Gentleman as ever was ſeen in this houſe. 

BuTL. Does he intend to ſup in his flough ? 

V EL. That time will ſhow. 

BuTL. Well, I have not a head for theſe things. In- 
deed, Mr. Vellum, I have not underſtood one word you 
have ſaid this half hour. 

VEL. I did not intend thou ſhou'dſt————but to our 
buſineſs let there be a table ſpread in the great hall. 
Let your pots and glaſſes be waſh'd, and in a readineſs. 
Bid the cook provide a plentiful ſupper, and Ge Ga ol 
the ſervants be in their beſt liveries. 

Eur. n 
Iwou'd rather hear you talk a little in that t' other way. 

VEL. I ſhall explain to thee what I bave faid by and 
Z OR SITY 
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BuTt. Two pillows! Madam won't ſleep upon em 
both ! the is not a double woman too. 

VEL. She will fleep upon neither. But bark. Mrs. 
Abigal, I think I hear her chiding the Cook-maid. 

BUT L. Then I'll away, or it will be my turn next; 
ſhe, I am ſure, ſpeaks plain Engliſh, one may ealily un- 
derſtand every word ſhe ſays. [ Exit Butler, 


VEL LUM el. 

VII. Servants are good for nothing, unleſs they have 
an opinion of the perſon's underſtanding who has the di- 
rettion of them-—but ſee Mrs. Abigal' ſhe has a bewitch· 
ing countenance, I wiſh I may not be IT WY 
her in good earneſt. 


Enter ABIG AL. 
Aste. Ha! Mr. Vellum. 
VEL. What brings my ſweet one hither? 
Aste. I am coming to ſpeak to my friend behind the 


wainſcot. It is fit, child, he ſhould have an account of this 


conjurer, that he may not be ſurpris'd. 
VEI. That wou'd be as much as thy thouſand pound 
is worth. 
Asi. Pll ſpeak low-—walls have ears. 
[Pointing at the wainſcot. 
VEL. But hark you ducklin! be ſure you do not tell 
him that I am let into the ſecret. 
Az1G. That's a good one indeed! as if I ſhould ever 
tell what paſſes between you and me. 
VII. No, no, my child, that muſt not be; he, he, he! 
that muſt not be; he, he, he 
Asie. You will always be waggiſh. 
VEL. Adieu, and let me hear the reſult of your confe- 
rence. 
Aste. How can you leave one ſo ſoon? I ſhall — 
„ 
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V EL. Adieu my pretty one. 
Asics. Adicu ſweet Mr. Vellum! 
Ver. My pretty one 
Az1iG. Dear Mr. Vellum! 
VEL. My pretty one! 


[ 4s he us going of. 
[Exit Vellum. 


ABIG AL fila. 

Azis. I have him if I can but get this thou- 
ſand pound. [ Fantome giv os three raps upon his 

drum behind the wainſcst. 

Aste. Ha! three raps upon the drum! the ſignal Mr. 
Fantome and I agreed upon, when he had a mind to ſpeak 
with me. Fautome raps again. 

AB1G. Very well, I hear you; come fox, come outof 
your hole. 


Scene opens, and Fantome comes out. 

Asie. You may leave your drum in the wardrobe, 
till you have occaſion for it. 

Fax r. Well, Mrs. Abigal, I want to hear what is a 
doing in the world. 

A816. You are a very inquiſitive ſpirit. But I muſt 
tell you, if you do not take care of your ſelf, you will be 
laid this evening. 

FaxT. I have overheard ſomething of that matter. 
But let me alone for the Doctor I'll engage to give a 
good account of him. I am more in pain about Iinſel. 
Vhena Lady's in the cate, I'm more afraid of one op 
than twenty conjurers. 

Asi. To tell you truly, he preſſes his attacks ak 


ſo much impudence, that he has made more progreis with 


my Lady in two days, than you did in two months. 
FaxrT. I hall attack her in another manner, it thou 

canſt but procure me another interview. There's no- 

_ makes a lover ſo keen, as being kept up inthe 
k 


D ABI. 


90 THE DRUMMER: OR, 


Ast. Pray no more of your diſtant bows, your re- 
ſpectful compliments Really, Mr Fantome, you're 
only fit to make love a- croſs a tea-table. 

FaxT. My dear girl, I can't forbear hugging thee 
for thy good advice. 

ABG. Ay, now I have ſome hopes of you; but why 
don't you do ſo to my Lady? 

FaxT. Child, I always thought your lady lov'd to 
de treated with reſpect. 

A31G. Believe me, Mr. Fantome, there is not ſo 
great a difference between woman and woman, as you i- 
magine. You ſee Tinſel has nothing but his ſaucineſs to 
recommend him. 

FaxT. Tinſel is too great a Coxcomb to be capable 
of love And let me tell thee, Abigal, a man, who is ſin- 
cere in his paſſion, makes but a very auk ward profeſſion 
of it but I'll mend my manner 

An1G. Ay, or you'll never gain a widow——come, I 
muſt tutor you a little; ſuppoſe me to be my Lady, and 
let me ſee how you'll behave yourſelf. 

FaxT. I'm afraid, child, we han't time for ſuch a 
piece of mummery. 

As16. Ch, it will be quickly over, if you play your 
part well. | 

FaxT. Why then, dear Mrs. Ab —1 mean my Lady 
Truman. 

A316. Ay ! but you han't ſaluted me. 

FaxT. That's right; faith I forgot that circum- 

tance. ¶ Xiſes Ver.] Nectar and Ambroſia! 

Aste. That's very well 


Fax r. How long muſt I be condemned to languilt 
when ſhall my ſufferings have an end! my life | my hap- 
pineſs, my all is wound up in you. —— 

Asta. Well! why don't you ſqueeze my hand? 

FaxT. What, thus? 

Asta. Thus? ay — now throw your arm about my 

e middle; 
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middle; hug me cloſer — You are not afraid of hurting 
me! now power forth a volley of rapture and nonſenſe, 
till you are out of breath. 

FaxT. Tranſport and extacy! Where am I— my 
life, my bliſs! I rage, I burn, I bleed, I dic! 

Agic. Goon, go on. 

FaxT. Flames and darts —bear me to the gloomy 
ſhade, rocks and grottos— flow * ꝛcphyrs, and purling 
ſtreams. 

Az1G. Oh! Mr. Fantome, you have a tongue wou'd 
undo a veltal! you were born for the ruin of our lex. 

FaxT. This will do then, Abigal ? 

Astd. Ay, this is talking like a lover. Tho' I only 
repreſent my lady, I take a pleaſure in hearing you. Well, 
o' my conſcience when a man of tenſe has a little daſh of 
the coxcomb in him, no woman can reſiſt him. Go on at 
this rate, and the thouſand pound is as good as in my 
pocket. 

FaxT. I ſhall think it an age till I have an opportuni- 
ty of putting this lefſon in practice. 

Az1G. You may do it ſoon, if you make good uſe of 
your time; Mr. Tinſel will be here with my Lady at 
eight, and at nine the conjurer is to take you in hand. 

4 FaxT. Let me alone with both of them. 

Asi. Well! forewarn' d. fore-arm'd. Get into your 
box, and I'll endeavour to diſpoſe every thing in your fa · 
your. 


[ Fantome goes in. Exit Abigal. 


Enter VELLUM. 
Vr. Mrs. Abigal is withdraun.—I was in hopes to 
have heard what paſs'd between her and her inviſible cor- 
reſpoudent. 


Enter TINSEL. 
bis. Vellum ! Vellum! 
D 2: VI. 
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Ver. Vellum! We are methinks very familiar; I am 
not us'd to be call'd ſo by any but their Ho--nours [aſide.] 
—— What wou'd you, Mr. Tinſel? 

Tixs. Let me beg a favour of thee, old Gentleman. 

VII. What is that, good Sir? 

Tix5. Pr'ythee run and fetch me the rent-roll of thy 
Lady's eſtate. 

V Er. Therent-roll ? 

Tixs. The rent-roll” ay, the rent roll! doſt not un- 
derſtand what that means? 

Vert. Why ? have you thoughts of purchaſing of it? 

Tixs. Thou haſt hit it, old boy, that is my very in- 
tention. 

Ver. The purchaſe will be conſiderable. 

T1ixs. And for that reaſon I have bid thy Lady very 
high—ſhe is to have no leſs for it than this intire perſon 
of mine. 

Vas. Is your whole eſtate perſonal, Mr. Tinſel !— 
he, he, he! 

Tixs. Why, you queer old dog, you don't pretend 
to jeſt, d'ye? look ye, Vellum, if you think of being 
continued my ſteward, you muſt learn to walk with your 
toes out. 

VEL. An inſolent companion [Ade 

Tixs. Thou'rt confounded rich I ſce,. by that dang- 
ling of thy arms. 

VEL. An ungracious bird 


[ Afide. 
T1xNs. Thou ſhalt — of thouſand pounds. 


VEL. A very profligate ! [ Aſide. 

Tins. Look ye, Vellum, I intend to be kind to you 
——-I'll borrow ſome money cf you. 

VEL. Icannot but ſmile to conſider the diſappoint- 
ment this young fellow will meet with ; 1 will make my 
{-If merry with him [aſide.] —and fo, Mr Tinſel, you 
promiſe you will be a very kind maſter to me? 

[ tifling a laugh. 
Tix5 
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Tixs. What will you give for a life in the houſe you 


live in? 

EL. What do you think of five hundred pounds? 
ha, ha, ha! 

TI XS. That's too little. 

VEL. And yet it is more than I ſhall give — and 
I will offer you two reaſons for it. 

Tixs. Pr'ythee what are they? 

. Firſt, becauſe the tenement is not in your diſ- 
goſal; and ſecondly, becauſe it never will be in your diſ- 
poſal; and fo fare you well, good Mr. Tinſel. Ha, ha, 
ha! you will pardon me for being jocular. [ Exit Vellum. 

Tixs. This rogue is as laucy as the conjurer ; I'll be 
hang'd if they are not a-kin. 


Enter LADY. 


Lapy. Mr. Tinſel! what, all alone? you free-thin- 
kers are great admirers of ſolitude. 

T1xs. No faith, I have been talking with thy ſteward; 
a very groteſque figure of a fellow, the very picture of 
one of our benchers. How can you bear his converſation? 

Lady. I keep him for my ſteward, and not my com- 
panion. He's a ſober man. 

Tixs. Yes, yes, he looks like a put —a queer old 
dog, as ever I ſaw in my life: we muſt turn him off, wi- 
dow. He cheats thee confoundedly, I ſee that. 

Lapy. Indeed you're miſtaken, he has always had 
the reputation of being a very honeſt man. 

T1xs. What, I ſuppoſe he goes to church. 

Lapy. Goes to church! ſo do you too, I hope. 


T1xs. I wou'd for once, widow, to make ſure of you. 


Laoy. Ah, Mr. Tinſel, a husband who would not 
continue to go thither, would quickly forget the promi- 
es he made there. 

Tis, Faith very innocent and very ridiculous ! well 

D 3 then, 
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then, I warrant thee, widow, thou wou'dſt not for the 
world marry a fabbath-breaker ! 

Lady. Truly they generally come to x bad end. 1 
remember the conjurer told you, you were ſhort- liv d. 

Tixs. The conjurer ! ha, ha, ha! 

Lap. Indeed you 're very witty ! 

T 1xs. Indeed you're very handſome. Kit her hand. 

Lab. 1 wiſh the fool does not love me [ Afide. 

Tins. Thou art the idol I adore. Here muſt I pay 
my devotion Pr'ythee, widow, haſt thou any tim- 
ber upon thy eſtate? 

Lady. The moſt impudent fellow I ever met with. 

[ Afide. 

Ttxs. I take notice thou haſt a great deal of old plate 
here in the houſe, widow. 

Lavpy. Mr. Tinſel, you are a very obſerving man. 

Tixs. Thy large filver ciſtern would make a very 
good coach; and half a dozen ſalvers that I ſaw on the 
ſide - board, might be turned into ſix as pretty horſes as a- 
ny that appear in the ring. 

Lady. You have 2 very good fancy, Mr. Tinſel — 
what pretty transformations you could make in my 
houfe-———But I'll fee where 'twill end. [ Ifide. 

Tixs. Then I obſerve, child, you have two or three 
ſervices of gilt plate; we'd eat always in china, my dear. 

Lady. I perceive you are an excellent manager 
how quickly you have taken an iaventory of my goods! 

TiNs. Now hark ye, widow, to ſhow you the love that 
I have for you 

Lady. Very well, let me hear. 

Tins. You have an old-faſhion'd gold caudle-cup, 
with the figure of a ſaint upon the lid on't. 

Lady. I have: what then? 

Tixs. Why look ye, I'd ſell the caudle - cup with the 
old ſaint for as much money as they'd fetch, which I 


wou'dconvert into a diamond buckle, and make you a pre- 


ſent of it. LAbpr. 
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F5 


LaDy. Oh you are generous to an extravagance 
But pray, Mr. Tinſel, don't diſpoſe of my goods before 
you are. ſure of my perſon. I find you have taken a great 


atfea#6n to my moveables. 


Tixs. My dear. love every thing that belongs to you. 
Lax. I ſee you do, Sir, you need not make any pro- 


teſtations upon that ſubject. 


T1xs. Pho, pho, my dear, we are growing ſerious, 
and, let me tell you, that's the very next ſtep to being 
dull. Come, that pretty face was nevei made to look 


grave w ith. 


Lady. Bclieve me, Sir, whatever you may think, 


marriage is a ſerious ſubject. 


Tixs. For that very reaſon, my dear, let us get over 


it as faſt as we can. 


Lady. I ſhou'dbe very much in haſte for a husband, 
if I married within fourteen months after dir George's 


decc aſe. 


Tixs. Pray, my dear, let me aſk you a queſtion ; do'ſt 
not thou think that Sir George is as dead at preſent, to all 
intents and purpole>, as he will be a twelve-month hence? 


Lady. Yes: but decency, Mr. Tinſel 


T1xs. Or do'ſt thou think thou'lt be more a widow 


then, than thou art now ? 


Lapy. The world would ſay I never lov'd my firſt 


husband. 


T1xs. Ah, my dear, they would ſay you lov'd your ſe- 
cond; and they wou'd own I deſerv'd it, for I ſhall love 


thee molt inordinately. 
Lab. But what wou'd people think? 


Tixs. Think ! why they wou'd think thee the mir - 
rour of widowhood-—- That a woman ſhou'l live four- 
teen whole months after the deceaſe of her ſpouſe, with- 
out having engaged herſelf. Why, about rown, we know 
many a womaa of quality's ſecond husband ſeveral years 


Þ::tore the death of the firſt. 
D 4 
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Lavyy. Ay, I know you wits have your common 
place jeſts upon us poor widows. 

Tixs. I' tell vou a ſtory, widow ; I know a certain 
lady, who conſidering the crazinets of her husband, had, 
in cafe of mortality, engaged herſelt to two young fellows 
o{ my acquaintance They grew ſuch deſperate rivals 
for her while her husband was alive, that one of them 
pink'd the t'other in a duel. But theggood lady was no 
ſooner a widow, but what did my dowager do? why faith, 
being a woman of honour, he married a third, to whom, 
it ſeems, ſhe had given her firſt promile. 


ledoc * 

T1xs. Every tittle, as I hope to be marry'd, or never 
believe Tom Tinſel. 

Lap. Pray, vr. Tinſsl. do you call this talking like 
a wit, or like a rake? 

F1xs. Innocent enough, he, he, he! why! where's 
the difference, my dear? 

Laoy. Yes, Mr. Tinſel, the only man I ever lov'l 
in my life, had a great deal of the one,and nothing of the 
other in him. 

T1xs. Nay now you grow vapouriſh ; thou'lt begin 
to fancy thou hear'ſt the drum by and by. 

Lady. If you had been here laſt night about this time, 
you would not have been fo merry. 

T1xs. About this time, ſay'ſt thou? come faith, for 
the humour's ſake, we'll fit down and liſten . 

Lapy. Iwill if you'll promiſe to be ſerious. 

T1xs. Serious! never fear me, child. Ha, ha, ha! do'ſt 
not hear him? 

Lady. You break your word already. Pray, Mr. Tin- 
ſel, do you laugh to ſhow your wit or your teeth ? 

Tixs. Wiy, both! my dear ———I'm glad however, 
that the has taken notice of my teeth. Iaſide.] But vou look 
ſcrious, child? I fancy thou lcar'it the drum, do'ſt not. 

Lady. 
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Lapy. Don't talk fo raikly. 

Tixs. Why, my dear, you cou'd not lo k more frigh- 
ted it vou had Lucifer's drum- major in vour houle. 

LD. Mr. Tinſel, I mult deluc to fee you no more 
in it, it you do not leave this idle way of ta king. 

I 1xs. Child, I thought L had told you what is my o- 
pinion cf ſpirits, as we were drinking a dith of tea but 
There is no fuck thing, I give thee my 


juſt now 
word. 

Lapy. Oh, Mr. Tinſl, your adthority muſt be of 
great weight to thoſe that know you. 

Tixs. For my part, Child, | have made myſelf eaſy 
in thoſe points. 

Lapy. Sure nothing was ever like this fellow's vani- 
ty, but his ignorance. [ Aſide. 

Tixs. I'll tell thee what now, Vidow I wou'd 
engage by the help of a white ſheet and u penny-worth 
of link in a dark night, to frighten you a whole country 
village out of their ſenſes, and the vicar into the bargain. 
[ Drum beats.) Hark! hark! what noiſe is that! Heaven 
defend us! this is more than fancy. 

Lady. It beats more'terrible than ever. 

Tixs. *Tis very dreadful! what a dog have I been to 
ſpeak againſt my conſcience, only to ſhow my parts 

Lapy. It comes nearer and nearer. I with you have 
not anger'd it by your fooliſh diſcourle. 

Tixs. Indeed, madam, I did not ſpeak from my 
neart; I hope it will do me no hurt for a little harmleſs 
raillery. 

Lady. Harmleſs, d'ye call it? it beats hard by us, as 
if it would break through the wall. 

T1:is. What a devil had I to do with a white ſheet ? 

Scene opens, aud diſcovers Fautame. 

TI SS. Mercy on us! it appears. 

LADY. Oh! ts he! "ris he himffif. tis Sir George! 
tis my husband! [ She faints. 
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Tixs. Now wou'd I give ten thouſand pound that ! 


were in town. [ Fantoame advances to him drumnung. 
I beg ten thouſand pardons. I'll never talk at thi, 
rate any more. [ Fantome ſtill advances drumpmi, £ 
By my ſoul, Sir George, I was not in carneſt F 
his knees] have compaſſion on my youth, and conſider 1 
am but a coxcomb—-{ Fantome points t the der.] But fee 
he waves me off. ay with all my heart — What a 

devil had I to do with a white ſheet ? 
[ He ſteals off the ſtage, mendi:'g his pace as the 

drum beats. 


FanT. The ſcoundrel is gone, and has left his miſtreſs 


behind him. I'm miſtaken if he makes love in this houſe 
any more. I have now only the conjurer to deal with. I 
don't queſtion but I ſhall make his reverence ſcamper as 
faſt as the lover. And then the day's my own. But the ſer 
vants are coming, I muſt get into my cup-board. 

| [ He goes in. 


Enter ABIG AL and ſervants. 
An1c. O my poor Lady! this wicked Drum has frigh- 
ted Mr. Tinſel out of his wits, and my Lady into a ſwoon. 


Let me bend her a little forward. She revives. Here, car- 


ry her into the freſh air, and ſhe'll recover. [They carry 
ber off.] This is a little barbarous to my Lady, but tis all 
for her good: and I know her ſo well, that ſhe wou'd not 


be angry with me, if ſhe knew what 1 was to get by it. 


And if any of her friends ſhou'd blame me for it hercaf- 
ter, 

PII clap my hand upon my purſe, and tell em. 

'Twas for a thouſand pound, and Mr. Vellum. 


ACT 
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ACT YVY. SCENE L 


( Sir roter in his Conpurer”s Habit. the Butler 
„„ im with two large candles, and the two 
fervanti oming ajter bum, one bringing a little table, and 


another « Cir, 
BUTLER, 


AY? pleaſe your Worſhip, Mr. Conjurer, the Stew- 

ard has given all of us orders to do whatſoever you 
ſhall bid us, and to pay you the ſame reſpect, as if you 
were cr maſter. 

£ +0. Thou ſay'ſt well. 

- D. An't pleaſe your Conjurerſhip's Worſhip, ſhall 

I fer hs table down here? 

Sir Gro. Ire, Peter. 

| Gap. Feter -e knows my name by his learning. 

Aide. 

co achN. Ihave brought you, reverend Sir, the largeſt 
elbow- chair in the houſe; tis that the Steward fits in 
when he holds a court. 

Sir Geo. Place it there. 

Burr. Sir, will you pleaſe to want any thing elſe? 

Sir GO. Paper, and a pen and ink. 

BuTL. Sir, 1 believe we have paper that is fit for your 
purpoſe! my Lady's mourning paper, that is black'd at 
the edges —wou'd you chuſe to write with a crow-quill? 

Sir Geo. There is none better. 

Burr. Coachman, go fetch the paper and ſtandiſh out 
of the little parlour. 

Coacuv. to the Gardiner. ] Peter, pr'ythee do thou 
g2 long wih me I'm afraid — you kaow I went with 

J oP 
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you laſt night into the garden, when the cook-maid wan- 
ted a handtul of parllcy. 

Burt. Why, you don't think Ill ſtay with the Con- 
jurer by myſelf! 

GarD. Come we'll all three go and fetch the pen and 
iak together, [ Exennt Servants. 
Sir GEIRGE glus. 

There's nothing, I ſee, makes ſuch ſtrong alliances as 
fear. Thelc feilows are all enter'd into a confederacy a- 
gainſt the Ghoſt. There muit be abu dance of buſineſe 
done in the family at this rate. But here comes the triple 
alliance. Who cou d have thought theſe three rogues 
cou'd have found each of 'em an employment; in fetching 
a pen and ink ? 


Enter G ARDINER with a Sheet of Paper, COA CH- 
MAN with a Standiſh, and BUT LE Rwith a Pen. 


GARD. Sir, there is your paper. 

Coac nv. Sir, there is your Standiſh. 

BuTL. Sir, there is your K pen I'm glad 
I have got rid on't. [ Aſide. 

GaRD. He forgets that he's to make a circle ¶ 4ſide.] 
Doctor, ſhall I help you to a bit of chalk ? 

SIR Gro. It is no matter. 

BuTL. Look ye, Sir, I ſhow'd you the nina he's 
heard ofteneſt, if your Worſhip can but ferret him out of 
that old wall in that next room 

Sir Gro. We ſhall try. 


GARD. That's right, John. His Worſhip muſt let 


fly all his learning at that old wall. 

Bur. Sir, if I was worthy to adviſe you, I wou'd 
have a bottle of good October by me. Shall I ſet a cup of 
old ſtingo at your elbow ? 

Sir Gro. I thank thee, we ſhall do without it. 

| GARD. 


RD. 
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GARD. John, he ſeems a very good-natur 


2 Conjurer. 

BuTL. I'll take this opportunity of enquiring after a 
bit of plate I have loſt. I fancy, whilithe is in my La- 
dy's pay, one may hedge in a queſtion or two into the 
bargain. Sir, Sir, may I beg a word in your car? 

Sir Go. What wouldſt thou? 

BU rt. Sir, I know I need not tell you, that I loſt one 
of my ſilver ſpoons laſt week. 

Sir Gro. Mark'd with a Swan's neck 

BuTL. My Lady's Creſt! He knows every thing. 
{ Aſide. ] How wou'd your wIOne adviſe me to recover 
it again? 

Sir GO. Hum! 

BuT1.. What muſt I do to come at it? 

Sir Geo. Drink nothing but ſmall-beer for a fort- 
night 

BuTL. Small-beer! Rot- gut 

Sir G £0. If thou drink'ſt a ſingle drop of ale before 
fifteen days are expir'd—it is as much — as thy ſpoon 
is worth. 

BUTL. I ſhall never recover it that way; I'll e'en buy 
a new one. [ Aſide. 

coach. D'ye mind how they whiſper ? 

CAR p. I'll be hang'd if he be not aſking him ſome- 
thing about Nell 

Coach. I'll take this opportunity of putting a queſ- 
tion to him about poor Dobbin : I fancy he cou'd give 
me better counſel than the farrier. 

Burt. [to the Gardiner. ] A prodigious man! he knows 
every thing : now is the time to find out thy pick-ax. 

GARD. I have nothing to give him: Does not he ex- 
pect to have his hand croſs d with filver ? 

Cock x. [to Sir George.] Sir, may a man venture to 
k you a queſtion ? 


d man for 


Sir Gro. 
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Sir Geo. Aſk it. 
Coacnm. I have a poor horſe in the ſtable that's be- 
witch'd 


Sir Geo. A bay gelding. 


Sir Geo. Bought at Banbury. 

Coacunm. Whew— fo it was o' my conſcience. 

4 UU 
Sir GO. Six years old laſt Lammas. 
Coach. Toa day. Aſide.] Now, Sir, I wou'4 

know whether the poor beaſt is bewitch'd by Goody 
Crouch or Goody Flye? 
Sir G £0. Neither. 
Coach:. Then it muſt be Goody Gurton'! for ſhe is 
the next oldeſt woman in the pariſh. 
CARD. Haſt thou done, Robin? 
Coach. [ts the Gardiner.) He can tell thee any 
thing. 
GARD. [to Sir George.) Sir, I would beg to take you a 
little farther out of hearing 
Sir Gro. Speak. 
GanxD. The Butler and I, Mr. Doctor, were both of 
us in love at the ſame time with a certain perſun. 
Sir Go. A woman. 
GanD. How cou'd he know that? [ Aſide. 
Sir Geo. Go on. 
GARD. This woman has lately had two children at a 
birth. 
Sir Gro. Twins. 


GARD. Prodigious ! where cou'd he hear that? 


g [Afiec 
Sir Geo. Proceed. 
GARD. Now, becauſe I us'd to meet her ſometimes in 


the garden, ſhe has laid them both 
Sr Gro. To thee. 


GaRD\_ 


Coackx. How cou'd he know that? — [Aft 
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Gand What a power of learning he muſt have! he 
knows ev'ry thing. [ Aſide, 

Sir Gro. Haſt thou done? 

Gab. I wou'd deſue to know whether I am really 
father to them both ? | 

Stix Geo. Stand before me, let me a thee round. 

[Ls bis wan upon his os, and makes him 
turn abgut. 

Coxcnv. Look yonder, John, the ally dog is turn- 
ing about under the conjurer's wand. If he has been ſau- 
cy to him, we hall fee him puff d off in a whirlwind im- 
mediately. 

Six Geo. Twins, do'ſt thou fay! [ Still turning him. 

"Gard. Ay; are they both mine, d'ye think? 

Sik G Ho. Own but one of them. 

GARD. Ah, but Virs. Abigal will have me take care 
of them both ſhe's always for the butler — if my 
poor maſter Sir George had been alive, he would have 
made him go halves with me. 

S1n Geo. What, was Sir George a kind maſter? 


Ganp. Was he! ay, my fellow-ſervants will bear me 
witneſs. 


Six Gro. Did you love Sir George? 

BuTL. Every body lov'd him 

CoacHM. There was not a dry eye in the pariſh at 
the news of his death — 

GarD. He was the beſt neighbour — — 

BuT1.. The kindeſt husband 

Coacx. The trueſtfriend to the poor 

PuTr.. My good Lady took on mightily, we all 
thought it would have been the death of her. 

S1R GEO. I proteſt theſe fellows melt me! I think the 
time long till I am their maſter again, that I may be kind 
to them. [Aide 


64 THE DRUMMER: OR, 


Futer F ELLUMNT. 

V+r.. Have you provided the Doctor ev'ry thing he 

has occaſion for? it o- yo may depart. 
Freuat Servants, 
Six GHo. I can as yet ſec no hurt in my wife's beha- 
Vviour; but ſtill have fome certain pangs and doubts, that 
are natural to the heart of a fond dan, I muſt take the 
advantage of my diſyguilc to be thoroughly ſatisfied. It 
wou'd neither be for her happineſs, nor mine, to make 
myſelf known to her till I am fo.{ 4/ide. ] — Dear Vellum! 


I am impatien to hear ſome news of my wife, how docs 


ſhe after her tright ? 

VEL. Itis a ſaying ſomewhere in my Lord Coke, that 
a widow ——- 

SIR. Gro. Lak of my wife, and thou talk'ſt to me of 
my Lord Coke —-pr'ythce tell me how ſhe does, for I am 
in pain for her. 

Ver. She is pretty well recover'd, Mrs. Abigal has 
put her in good heart ; and I have given her great hopes 
from your ikill. 

Six Geo. That I think cannot fail, ſince thou haſt 
got this ſecret out\ of Abigal. But I could not have 
thought my friend Fantome would have ſerv'd me thus-- 

Ver. You will ſtill fancy you are a living man 

Six Geo. That he ſhou'd endeavour to enſnare my 
wife— | 

Vl. You have no right in her, after your demiſe: 
death extinguithes all property. Qa d. hauc--it is a ma- 
xim in the law. 

Six GEO. A pox on your lcarning ! well, but what is 
become of Tinſel? 

VEL. He ruſh'd out of the houſe, call'd for his horſe, 
clap'd ſpurs to his ſides, and was out of fight in lefs time 
than I—can—tell—ten. , 

Six GEO. This is whimſical enough! my wife u 

keve 
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have a quick ſucceſſion of lovers in one day —-Fantome 
Las driven out Tinſel, and I ſhall drive out Fantome. 

V EL. Ev'n as one uedge driveth out another —he, he, 
he! you mult pardon me for being jocular. 

Stix. Gro. Was there ever ſuch a provoking block- 
head but he means me uell. Aide, Well! 4 muſt have 
ſatistaction of this traitor Fantome ; and cannot take a 
more proper one, than by turning him out of my houſe, 
in a manner that thall throw ſhame upon kim, and make 
him ridiculous as long as he lives You mult remem 
ber, Vellum, you have abundance of buſineſs upon your 
hands, and I have but uſt time to tell it you over; all I 
require of you is diſpatch, therefore hear me. 

V £1. There is nothing more requiſite in duſinc ſs than 
diſpatch | 

Sin Gro. Then hear me. 

VEL. It is indeed the life of buſineſs 

Stix Geo. Hear me then, I ſay. x 

VEL. And as one has rightly obſerved, the benefit 
that attends it is four-fold. Firſt 

Six Geo. There is no bearing this! thou art a going 
to deſcribe diſpatch, when thou thould'ſt be practiſing it. 

VEL. But your ho--nour will not give me the hear- 
ing | 

Six Geo. Thou wilt not give me the hearing 

{ Azgrily. 


Ver. I am ſtill. | 

Six Geo. In the firſt place, you are to lay my wig, 
hat, and ſword ready for me in the cloſet, and one of my 
ſcarlet coats. You know how Abigal has deſcribed the 
ghoſt to you. 

VEL. It (hall be done. 

SIR GEO. Then you muſt remember, whilſt I am lay- 
ing this ghoſt, you are to prepare my wife for the recep- 
tion of her real husband; tell her the whole tes and do 


E. it 
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it with all the art you are maſter of, that the ſurprize 
may not be too great for her. 

as. hall be done but ſince her ä has 
ſeen this apparition, ſhe deſires to ſce you once more, be- 
fore you encounter it. 

Si GEO. I shall expe her impatiently. For now I 
can talk to her without being interrupted by that imper- 
tinent rogue "Tinſcl, I hope thou haſt not told Abigal any 
thing of the ſecret. 

VEr. Mrs. Abigal is a woman; there are many rea 
ſons why the ſhould not be acquainted with it: 1 ſhall on 
ly mention fix -—- 


$1R GO. Huſh, here ſhe'comes ! oh my heart! 


Enter LADY and ABIG AI. 

StR Geo. { 4/ide, while Vellum talts in dumb ſhow t. 
Lady. O that lov'd woman! how I long to take her in 
to my arms! if I find I am ſtill dear to her memory, it 
will be a return to life indeed! but I muſt take care of in- 
dulging this tenderneſs, and put on a behaviour more ſui- 
table to my preſent character. 

[Walks at a diſtance in a penſive poſture, weaving his 
wand. : 

Lav. [To Vellum] This is ſurprizing indeed! fo all 
the ſervants tell me; they ſay he knows every thing 
that has happen in the family. 

Aid. [A.] A parcel of credulous fools! they firſt 
tell him their ſecrets, and then wonder how he comes to 
know them. 

Exit Vellum, exchangi::7 fod looks with Abigot. 

Lady. Learned Sir, may I have ſome converſation 
with you, before you begin your ceremonies * 

SIX Gro. Speak but hold —frſt let me feel you 
pulle. 


Lap. Whatcan you learn from chat? 


81 
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Sr G. I have already learned a ſceret from it, that 
w.1l attonith you. 

Livy. Pray what i+ it * 

Stk Gro. You will lave a husband within this half 
hour. 

Anta. | Ade.) I'm glad to hear that he muſt 
mean vr. Fantome; I begin to thiak there's a great deal 
ot truth in his art. 

Lb. Alas! I fear you mean I ſhall fee Sir George's 
appar.tion a ſecond time. 

Sin Gro. Have courage, you ſhall fee the apparition 
no more. The husband I mention thall be as much alive 
a> 1am. 

Az1G, Mr. Fantome to be ſure. [ Aſide. 

Lopov. Impoſſible! I lov'd my firſt too well. 

Six Geo. You cou'd not love the tult better than you 
will love the ſecond. 

A31G. { Afide.} I'll be hang'd if my dear Steward has 
not inſtructed him; he means Mr. Fantome to be ſure; 
the thouſand pound is our own! 

| Lavy. Alas! you did not know Sir George. 

Stu GHD. As well as Ido myſelf —I ſaw bim with 
you in the red damaſk room, when he firſt made love to 
you; your mother left you together, under pretence of 
receiving a viſit from Mrs. Hawthorn, on her return 
from London. 

Lady. This is aſtoniſhing! 

Si Geo. You were a great admirer of a ſingle life for 
the firit half hour; your refuſals then grew ſtill fainter 
and fainter. With what ecſtacy did Sir George kiſs your 
hand, when you told him you ſhou'd always follow the 
advice of your Mamma 

Lay. Every circumſtance to a tittle! 

Sin GO. Then Lady! the wedding night! I ſaw you 
in your white ſattine night-gown ; you wou'd not come 
out of your dreſſing- room. till Sir George took you out 

| E 2 by 
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by force. He drew you gently by the hand - you ſitug - 
led but he was too ſtrong for you-—you bluſh d. 
he 

Lapy. Oh! flop there! go nb farther! — lle knows 
every thing. [ Aſtde. 

Ante. Truly, Mr, Conjurer, I believe you have been 
a ig in your vouth. 5 

SIR Go. Mrs. Abigal, you know what your good 
word coſt sir George, a purſꝭ of broad pieces, rs. Abi- 
gal — 

Arta. The Devil's in him. | aste] Pray, Sir, ſince you 
have told fo far, you ſhould tell my Lady that I refus'd 
to take them. ; 

Sin Gro. *'Tis true, child, he was forc'd to thruſt 
them into your boſom. 

AB1G. This rogue will mention the thouſand pound, 
if I don't take cars. [ aſide] Pray, Sir, though you are a 
Conjurer, methinks you need not be a blab— 

Lapv. Sir, ſince I have now no reaſon to doubt of 
vour art, I muſt beſeech you to treat this apparition gent- 
Iv—it has the reſemblance of my deceas'd husband; if 
there be any undiſcover'd ſecret, any thing that troubles 
his ref}, learn it of him. 

Sin G FHO. I mult to that end be ſincerely informed by 
vou, whether your heart be engaged to another ; have 
vou not received the addreſſes of many lovers fiance his 
death ? | 

Luv. I have been obliged to receive more viſits, 
then have been agreeable. 

Six GH. Was not Tinſel welcome? —I'm afraid to 
hear an anſwer to my own queſtion. [ Aſide. 

Lap. He was well recommended. 

SIR Geo. Racks! 

f. „Dy. Ofa good family. 

StR Gro. Tortures! 


LaDy. Heir to a conſiderable eſtate 


IR 
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SIR GEO. Death . And you ſtill love him? 
I'm diſtracted! Alia 

Lavyy. No, I deſpiſe him. I found he had a delign vp- 
on my fortune, was bate, profiigate, cowardly, and ey'ry 
thing that cou'd be expected from a mau of the vileit 
princ:ples -— | 

Six Gro. I'm recover d. [Aide 

Az1G. Oh, Madam, had you ſeen how like a ſcoun- 
drel he look'd when he left your Lady ſhip in a ſu oon. 
V here have you left my Lady? tays I. In an etbow- 
chair, Child, ſays he: and where are you going favs I. 
To town, child, ſays he, for to tell thee truly, child, fivs 
he, I don't care for living under the ſame roof with the 


Dev il, ſays he. 


SIX GO. Well, Lady, I ke nothing in all this tha it 


may hinder Sir George's ſpirit from being at reſt. 

Lady. If he knows any thing of what paſſes in my 
heart, he cannot but be ſatisfy'd of that fondneſs which 1 
bear to his memory. My ſorrow for him is always freih 
when I think of him. He was the kindeſt, truef:, tende 
reſt——Tears will not let me go on 

Six Go. This quite o'erpowers me—T ſhall diſeo- 
yer myſelf before my time. ide. | ——Madam, you may 
now retire and leave me to myſelf. 

Lapy. Succeſs attend you! 

Arg. I wiſh Mr. Fentome gets well off from this old 
Don I know he'll be with him immediately. 

[Exennt Lady and igal. 


Sir GEORGE lis. 

Sin Geo. My heart is now at eaſe, ſhe is the ſame dear 
woman I left her now for my revenge upon Fantome 
— l ſhall cut the ceremonies ſhort a few words 
will do his buſineſs now let me ſeat my ſelf in form 

—— a good eaſy chair for a conjurer this! — now for 4 
fr mathematical ſcratches —— a good lucky cru, tha; 


E 4 ä ——aith. 
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——f4th T think it looks very aſtrological —- - — thef- 


two or three magical Pot hovks about it, make it a com- 
pleat Conyurer's heme. Drum beats.) Ha. ha, ha, Sir, 
are you there * enter, Drummer. Now muſt * upon 
my paper. 

Fnter Fr tome, leatin the drum. 

Srx Geo. Fr'ythee lon' © make a noiſe. I'm buſy. 

[ F 1ntome Feats. 
A pretty march r 'ythee beat that over again. 
{ He © Jeet ant nn 19's. 

Sir. Gro. [Ping] Ha! you're very perfect in the 
ſtep of a ghoſt. You ſtalk it majeſtically. 

Fi::tome aduances. 

How the rogue ſtares! he acts it to admiration! I'll be 
bang'd if he has not been practiſing this hal i hour in Mrs. 
Abiyal's wardrobe. . 

Fartone Parts, and gives a rap 552 bis drum. 

Fr'ythee don't play the fool! Fut me deats. 

Nay, nay, enough ofthis, good Mr. Fantome. 

FaxT. | Aſide ] Death! I'm diſcover'd. This jade A- 
bigal has betray'd me. 

Six Gro. Mr. Fantome, upon the word of an Aſtro- 
lover, your thouſand pound bribe will never gain my 
Lady Truman. 

FN T. Tis plain, ſhe as told him all. FA? de. 

Sir G Eo. Let me adviſꝭ you to make off as faſt as vou 
can, or I p'anty perceive by my art, Ar. Ghoſt will have 
his boncs gs 

FAN r. Sir C-4rge.] Look ye, ol! Gentleman, I 
perceive * Kamp lems this ſeeret from Yrs. Avigal. 

Sir Ges, 1 hard learn'd it from my arr. 

'FaxT. Thy art! pr'ythee no more of that. Look ye, 
T know you are a cheat as much as I am. And if thou'lt 
keep my counſel, I'll give thee ten broad pieces. 

Sir Gro I am not Mercenary ! young man, I ſcorn 


thy geld. 


FANr. 


Ian 


wo i. mel ww © WH 1 


u ill give thee ſuch a proof of my art 
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Fart. L' make them up twenty 

Sir GO. Avaunt! and that quickly, or I'll raiſe ſuch 
an apparition, as thail ——- 

ANT. An apparition, old gentleman ! you miſtake 
your man, I am not to be frighted with bugbears — 

Sir G xo. Let me retire but for a few moments, affd I 


FaxTt. Why, if thou haſt any Hacus pocus tricks to 
play, why can'ſt not do them here? 

Sir Gro. The railing of a ſpirit, requires certain ſe- 
cret myſteries to be pertormed, and words to be mutter'd 
in private 

FAN T. Well, if I fee through your trick, you will 
promiſe to be my friend? 


Sir Go. Iwill, attend and tremble. [ Exit. 


FANTO9ME ſalus. 

FAN Tou. A very ſolemn old aſs! but I ſmoke him, 
he has 2 mind to raiſe his price upon me. I could 
not think this flut wou'd have us'd me thus I be- 
gin to be horribly tir'd of my Drum, I with I was well 
rid of it. However I have got this by it, that it has dri- 
ven off Tinſel for good and all; I ſhan't have the morti- 
fication to ſee my miſtreis carry'd off by ſuch a Rival. 
Well whatever happens, I muit ſtop this old fellow's 
mouth, I mult not be ſparing in huth-money. But here 
he comes. | 


Enter Sir GEA E is his 2 habit. 


FaxT. Ha! what's that! Sir George Truman! This 
can be no counterfeit. His dreſs! his ſhape ! his face! the 
very wound of which he dy'd! nay, then 'tis time to de- 
camp! [ Runs off. 

Si. Geo. Ha, ha, ha! Fare you well, good Sir George 

the enemy has left me maſter of the field: here 
arc: 
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are the marks of my victory. This Drum will I hang up 


in my great hall as the trophy of the day. 
Euter ABIGAL. 


Sir George Lands with his hand before his face 
in a ming paſture. 


Ar1c. Yonder he is. O'my conſcience he has driven 
off the Conjurer. Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fantome I give 
you joy, I give you joy. What do you think of your 
thouland pounds now? Why does not the man ſpeak ? 

[Pulle him by the ſleeve. 

Sir Gro. Ha! , [Tating bis hand from his face. 

AIs. Oh! 'tis my maſter! [ Shrieks. 

| Running away be Catches her. 

Sir G xo. Good rs. Abigal, not fo falt. 

A816. Are you alive, Sir? — He has given my ſhoul- 
der ſuch a curſed tweak! they maſt be real fingers. I 
feel 'em I'm ſure. 

Sir Geo. What doſt think? ; 


Ast. Tliak, Sir? Think? Troth I don't know 


what to think. Pray, Sir, how 
Sir GO. No queſtions, good Abigal. Thy curioſity 
ſnall be ſatisfied in due time. Waere's your Lady; 
A81c. Oh, I'm ſo frighted —and ſo glad 
Sir G+0, Where's your Lady, I aſk you 
And. Narry I don't know where I am myſelf ——I 
can't fore ar weeping for joy—— 
Sir Cr. Your Lady! I ſay your Lady! I muſt bring 
you to yourſelf with one pinch more—- 
As. Oh! ſhe has been talking a good while with the 


Steward. 


Sir Gro. Then he has open'd the whole ſtory to her, 


I'm glad he has prepar'd her. Oh! here ſhe comes. 
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Enter LADY foillew'dly VEL LUM. 

Lab. Where is he? let me fly into his arms! My - 
life! my ſoul! my huſband! 

Sir Go. Oh! let me catch thee to my heart, deareſt 


of women ! 


Lapv. Are you then ſtill alive, and are you here! F 
can ſcarce believe my ſenſes! now am | happy indeed! 

Sir G £0. My heart is too full to anſwer thee. 

Lapy. How could you be ſo cruel to defer giving me 
that joy which you knew I muſt receive from your pre- 
ſence? you have robb'd my life of ſome hours of happi- 
neſs that ought to have been in it. 

Sir G £0. It was to make our happineſs the more ſin- 
cere and unmixt. There will be now no doubts to daſh it. 
What has been the affliction of our lives, has given a va- 
riety to them, and will hereafter ſupply us with a thou- 
ſand materials to talk of. 

Lab. I am now fatisfy'd that it is not in the power 
of abſence to leſſen your love towards me. 

Sir G Eo. And I am ſatisfy'd that it is not in the power 
of death to deſtroy that love which makes me the happi- 
eſt of men. 

Lapy. Was ever woman fo bleſt! to find again the 
darling of her foul, when ſhe thought him loſt for ever! 
to enter into a kind of ſecond marriage with the only 
man whom ſhe was ever capable of loving ! 

Sir Geo. May it be as happy as our firſt, I defire na 
more! Believe me, my Dear, I want words to expreſs 
thoſe tranſports of joy and tenderneſs which are every 
moment riling in my heart whilſt I ſpeak to thee. 

Enter SERV ANTS. 

Burr. Juſt as the Steward told us, Lads! Look you 
there, if he ben't with my Lady already. 

GARD. He! he! he! whit a joyful night will this be 
for Madam! 

Coackx. 
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Coacnum. As I was coming in at the gate, 2 france 
gentleman whiſk'd by me; but he took to his beels, aud 
made way to the George. If I did not fee Maſter before, 
I ſhould have ſworn it had been his Honour 

GARD. Haſt given orders for the bells to be let a 
ringing ? 

Coach. Never trouble thy head about that, tis 

done. 
Sir Geo. [to Lady.] My Dear, I long as much to tell 
you my whole ſtory, as you do to hear it. In the mean 
- while, I am to look upon this as my wedding. day. I'll 
have nothing but the voice of mirth and feaſting in my 
houſe. My poor neighbours and my fervants ſhall re- 
joice with me. My hall ſhall be free to every one, and let 
my cellars be thrown open. 

BuTL. Ah! bleſs , may you never dic 
again! ind N 

Coach. The ſame good man that ever he was. 

GarxD. Whurra! 

Sir Go. Vellum, thou haſt done me much ſervice 
to-day. I know thou lov'ſt Abigal, but ſhe's diſappointed 
in a fortune. I'll make it up to both of you. i'll pive 
hee a thouſand pound with her. It is not fit there ſhuu'd 
be one {ad heart in my houſe to-night. 

Lady. What you do for Abigal, I know is meant as a 
compliment to me. This is a new inſtance of your love. 

AIG. Mr. Vellum, you are a well-fpoken man: pray 
do you thank my Maſter and my Lady. 

Sir Geo. Vellum, I hope you arc not difpleas'd with 
the gift I make. 

V ELL I. 
The gift is two-fold. IT receive from you 
The virtuous partner, and a portion too ; 
Fyr which, in humble wiſe, I thank the Do5n:r © - 
4:4 ve bid goodnight te both hour Hoon ts 
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; EPILOGUE 


Spoke by Mrs. OLDFiELD. 


: 11218 the Poet's advocate I ſtand, 

And he deſerves the favour at my hand, 
ho in my equipage their cauſe debating 
Has plac'd two lovers, and a third in waiting; 
If both the firſt ſhou'd from their duty ſwerve, 
There's one behind the wainſcot in reſerve. 
In his next play, if I wou'd take this trouble, 
He promis'd me to make the number double : 
| In troth "cwas ſpoke like an obliging creature, 
- For tho”, tis ample, yet it ſhews good-nature. 


8 1 => 2 


My help thus aſk'd, I cou'd not chuſe but grant it, 

And really I thought the Play wou'd want it, 
Void as it is of all the uſual arts 
To warm your fancies, and to ſteal your hearts: 
No court-intrigue, no c:ty-cuckoldom, 
No ſong, no dance, no muſic hut a Drum — 
No ſmutty thought in doubtful phraſe expreſt; 
And, gentlemen, if to, pray where's the jeſt? 
hen we wou'd raiſe your mirth, you hardly know 
4 V, hether in ſtrictneſs you ſhou'd laugh or no. 

But turn upon the Ladies in the pit, - 
And if they reden, you are ſure tis wit. 


— & — 0 


PROTECT him then, ye Fair-ones; for the Fair 
OF all conditi uns are his equal care. 
He draus a widow, who, of blameleſs carriage, 
True to her jointure, hates a ſecond marriage; 
And to improve a virtuous wife's delights, 
Out ot one man contrives two wedding-nights. 


4 . 


Nay, 


EPILOGUE. 
Kay, to oblige the ſex in ev'ry ſtate, 
Anymph of five and forty finds her mate. 


Too long has marriage, in this taſteleſs age, 
With ill-bred rallery ſupply d the ſtage ; 
No little ſcribbler is of wit fo bare, 
But has his fling at the poor wedded pair. 
Our author deals not in conceits fo ſtale : 
For ſhou'd th examples of his Play prevail, 
No man need bluſh, tho” true to marriage-vows, 
Nor be a jeſt tho” he ſhou'd love his ſpouſe. 
Thus has he done you Britiſh conſorts right, 


Whoſe huſbands, ſhou'd they pry like mine to-night, 


Wou' d never find you in your conduct flipping, + 
Tho' they turn'd conjurers to take you tripping. 
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